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{CASPAR'S  SONG  IN  'VARDA' 
(From  the  Swedish  of  Stagnelius.) 

Eyes  aloft,  over  dangerous  places, 

The  children  follow  where  Psyche  flies, 

And,  in  the  sweat  of  their  upturned  faces, 
Slash  with  a  net  at  the  empty  skies. 

So  it  goes  they  fall  amid  brambles, 
And  sting  their  toes  on  the  nettle^tops, 

Till  after  a  thousand  scratches  and  scrambles 
They  wipe  their  brows,  and  the  hunting  stops. 

Then  to  quiet  them  comes  their  father 

And  stills  the  riot  of  pain  and  grief, 
Saying,  '  Little  ones,  go  and  gather 

Out  of  my  garden  a  cabbage  leaf. 

4  You  will  find  on  it  whorls  and  clots  of 

Dull  grey  eggs  that,  properly  fed, 
Turn,  by  way  of  the  worm,  to  lots  of 

Radiant  Psyches  raised  from  the  dead.' 

4  Heaven  is  beautiful,  Earth  is  ugly/ 
The  three^dimensioned  preacher  saith, 

So  we  must  not  look  where  the  snail  and  the  slug  lie 
For  Psyche's  birth.  .  .  .  And  that  is  our  death  I 
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*  TT'S  a  funny  thing,  this  Marconi  business,  isn't 

it?'  said  Mr.   Shaynor,   coughing  heavily. 

JL    4  Nothing  seems  to  make  any  difference,  by 

what  they  tell  me — storms,  hills,  or  anything ;  but 

if  that's  true  we  shall  know  before  morning/ 

*  Of  course  it's  true/  I  answered,  stepping  behind 
the  counter.  '  Where's  old  Mr.  Cashell  ? ' 

'He's  had  to  go  to  bed  on  account  of  his 
influenza.  He  said  you'd  very  likely  drop  in/ 

4  Where's  his  nephew  ? ' 

4  Inside,  getting  the  things  ready.  He  told  me 
that  the  last  time  they  experimented  they  put  the 
pole  on  the  roof  of  one  of  the  big  hotels  here,  and 
the  batteries  electrified  all  the  water-supply,  and' 
—he  giggled  —  'the  ladies  got  shocks  when  they 
took  their  baths/ 

4 1  never  heard  of  that/ 

4  The  hotel  wouldn't  exactly  advertise  it,  would 
it?  Just  now,  by  what  Mr.  Cashell  tells  me, 
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they're  trying  to  signal  from  here  to  Poole,  and 
they're  using  stronger  batteries  than  ever.  But, 
you  see,  he  being  the  guvnor's  nephew  and  all  that 
(and  it  will  be  in  the  papers  too),  it  doesn't  matter 
how  they  electrify  things  in  this  house.  Are  you 
going  to  watch  ? ' 

4  Very  much.  I've  never  seen  this  game. 
Aren't  you  going  to  bed  ? ' 

4  We  don't  close  till  ten  on  Saturdays.  There's 
a  good  deal  of  influenza  in  town,  too,  and  there'll 
be  a  dozen  prescriptions  coming  in  before  morning. 
I  generally  sleep  in  the  chair  here.  It's  warmer 
than  jumping  out  of  bed  every  time.  Bitter  cold, 
isn't  it  ? ' 

'Freezing  hard.  I'm  sorry  your  cough's 
worse.' 

4  Thank  you.  I  don't  mind  cold  so  much. 
It's  this  wind  that  fair  cuts  me  to  pieces.'  He 
coughed  again  hard  and  hackingly,  as  an  old  lady 
came  in  for  ammoniated  quinine.  *  We've  just 
run  out  of  it  in  bottles,  madam,'  said  Mr.  Shaynor, 
returning  to  the  professional  tone,  4  but  if  you  will 
wait  two  minutes,  I'll  make  it  up  for  you, 
madam/ 

I  had  used  the  shop  for  some  time,  and  my 
acquaintance  with  the  proprietor  had  ripened  into 
friendship.  It  was  Mr.  Cashell  who  revealed  to 
me  the  purpose  and  power  of  Apothecaries'  Hall 
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what  time  a  fellowxchemist  had  made  an  error  in 
a  prescription  of  mine,  had  lied  to  cover  his  sloth, 
and  when  error  and  lie  were  brought  home  to  him 
had  written  vain  letters* 

'A  disgrace  to  our  profession/  said  the  thin, 
mild'eyed  man,  hotly,  after  studying  the  evidence, 
4  You  couldn't  do  a  better  service  to  the  profession 
than  report  him  to  Apothecaries'  Hall/ 

I  did  so,  not  knowing  what  djinns  I  should 
evoke ;  and  the  result  was  such  an  apology  as  one 
might  make  who  had  spent  a  night  on  the  rack, 
I  conceived  great  respect  for  Apothecaries'  Hall, 
and  esteem  for  Mr.  Cashell,  a  zealous  craftsman 
who  magnified  his  calling.  Until  Mr.  Shaynor 
came  down  from  the  North  his  assistants  had 
by  no  means  agreed  with  Mr.  Cashell.  'They 
forget/  said  he,  'that,  first  and  foremost,  the 
compounder  is  a  medicine^man.  On  him  depends 
the  physician's  reputation.  He  holds  it  literally  in 
the  hollow  of  his  hand,  Sir/ 

Mr.  Shaynor's  manners  had  not,  perhaps,  the 
polish  of  the  grocery  and  Italian  warehouse  next 
door,  but  he  knew  and  loved  his  dispensary  work 
in  every  detail.  For  relaxation  he  seemed  to  go 
no  farther  afield  than  the  romance  of  drugs — their 
discovery,  preparation,  packing,  and  export — but 
it  led  him  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  on  this 
subject,  and  the  Pharmaceutical  Formulary,  and 
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Nicholas  Culpepper,  most  confident  of  physicians, 
we  met. 

Little  by  little  I  grew  to  know  something  of 
his  beginnings  and  his  hopes — of  his  mother,  who 
had  been  a  school-teacher  in  one  of  the  northern 
counties,  and  of  his  red'headed  father,  a  small 
job 'master  at  Kirby  Moors,  who  died  when  he 
was  a  child ;  of  the  examinations  he  had  passed 
and  of  their  exceeding  and  increasing  difficulty; 
of  his  dreams  of  a  shop  in  London ;  of  his  hate 
for  the  price  *  cutting  Co  *  operative  stores ;  and, 
most  interesting,  of  his  mental  attitude  towards 
customers. 

4  There's  a  way  you  get  into/  he  told  me, 4  of 
serving  them  carefully,  and  I  hope,  politely,  with- 
out  stopping  your  own  thinking*  I've  been  reading 
Christy's  New  Commercial  Plants  all  this  autumn, 
and  that  needs  keeping  your  mind  on  it,  I  can  tell 
you.  So  long  as  it  isn't  a  prescription,  of  course, 
I  can  carry  as  much  as  half  a  page  of  Christy  in 
my  head,  and  at  the  same  time  I  could  sell  out  all 
that  window  twice  over,  and  not  a  penny  wrong  at 
the  end.  As  to  prescriptions,  I  think  I  could 
make  up  the  general  run  of  'em  in  my  sleep, 
almost/ 

For  reasons  of  my  own,  I  was  deeply  interested 
in  Marconi  experiments  at  their  outset  in  England ; 
and  it  was  of  a  piece  with  Mr.  Cashell's  unvarying 
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thoughtf ulness  that,  when  his  nephew  the  electrician 
appropriated  the  house  for  a  long-range  installation, 
he  should,  as  I  have  said,  invite  me  to  see  the 
result. 

The  old  lady  went  away  with  her  medicine, 
and  Mr.  Shaynor  and  I  stamped  on  the  tiled  floor 
behind  the  counter  to  keep  ourselves  warm.  The 
shop,  by  the  light  of  the  many  electrics,  looked 
like  a  Paris  -  diamond  mine,  for  Mr*  Cashell 
believed  in  all  the  ritual  of  his  craft.  Three 
superb  glass  jars  —  red,  green,  and  blue — of  the 
sort  that  led  Rosamund  to  parting  with  her  shoes 
—blazed  in  the  broad  plate-glass  windows,  and 
there  was  a  confused  smell  of  orris,  Kodak  films, 
vulcanite,  tooth-powder,  sachets,  and  almond-cream 
in  the  air.  Mr.  Shaynor  fed  the  dispensary  stove, 
and  we  sucked  cayenne-pepper  jujubes  and  menthol 
lozenges.  The  brutal  east  wind  had  cleared  the 
streets,  and  the  few  passers-by  were  muffled  to 
their  puckered  eyes.  In  the  Italian  warehouse 
next  door  some  gay  feathered  birds  and  game, 
hung  upon  hooks,  sagged  to  the  wind  across  the 
left  edge  of  our  window-frame. 

'They  ought  to  take  these  poultry  in — all 
knocked  about  like  that/  said  Mr.  Shaynor. 
4 Doesn't  it  make  you  feel  fair  perishing?  See 
that  old  hare!  The  wind's  nearly  blowing  the 
fur  off  him/ 
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I  saw  the  belly  'fur  of  the  dead  beast  blown 
apart  in  ridges  and  streaks  as  the  wind  caught  it, 
showing  bluish  skin  underneath*  *  Bitter  cold/  said 
Mr,  Shaynor,  shuddering,  4  Fancy  going  out  on  a 
night  like  this !  Oh,  here's  young  Mr,  Cashell/ 

The  door  of  the  inner  office  behind  the  dis* 
pensary  opened,  and  an  energetic,  spade^bearded 
man  stepped  forth,  rubbing  his  hands, 

'  I  want  a  bit  of  tinfoil,  Shaynor/  he  said. 
4  Good'evening.  My  uncle  told  me  you  might  be 
coming/  This  to  me,  as  I  began  the  first  of  a 
hundred  questions. 

'I've  everything  in  order/  he  replied.  'We're 
only  waiting  until  Poole  calls  us  up.  Excuse  me 
a  minute.  You  can  come  in  whenever  you  like — 
but  Yd  better  be  with  the  instruments.  Give  me 
that  tinxfoil.  Thanks/ 

While  we  were  talking,  a  girl — evidently  no 
customer — had  come  into  the  shop,  and  the  face 
and  bearing  of  Mr.  Shaynor  changed.  She  leaned 
confidently  across  the  counter. 

'But  I  can't/  I  heard  him  whisper  uneasily— 
the  flush  on  his  cheek  was  dull  red,  and  his  eyes 
shone  like  a  drugged  moth's,  'I  can't.  I  tell 
you  I'm  alone  in  the  place/ 

'  No,  you  aren't.  Who's  that  ?  Let  him  look 
after  it  for  half  an  hour.  A  brisk  walk  will  do 
you  good.  Ah,  come  now,  John/ 
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'But  he  isn't 


4 1  don't  care*  I  want  you  to ;  we'll  only  go 
round  by  St.  Agnes*  If  you  don't — 

He  crossed  to  where  I  stood  in  the  shadow  of 
the  dispensary  counter,  and  began  some  sort  of 
broken  apology  about  a  lady^friend. 

'Yes/  she  interrupted.  'You  take  the  shop 
for  half  an  hour — to  oblige  me,  won't  you  ? ' 

She  had  a  singularly  rich  and  promising  voice 
that  well  matched  her  outline. 

4  All  right/  I  said.  '  I'll  do  it— but  you'd  better 
wrap  yourself  up.  Mr.  Shaynor.' 

'Oh.  a  brisk  walk  ought  to  help  me.  We're 
only  going  round  by  the  church/  I  heard  him 
cough  grievously  as  they  went  out  together. 

I  refilled  the  stove,  and.  after  reckless 
expenditure  of  Mr.  Cashell's  coal,  drove  some 
warmth  into  the  shop.  I  explored  many  of  the 
glass*knobbed  drawers  that  lined  the  walls,  tasted 
some  disconcerting  drugs,  and.  by  the  aid  of  a  few 
cardamoms,  ground  ginger,  chloric^ether.  and  dilute 
alcohol,  manufactured  a  new  and  wildish  drink,  of 
which  I  bore  a  glassful  to  young  Mr.  Cashell,  busy 
in  the  back  office.  He  laughed  shortly  when  I 
told  him  that  Mr.  Shaynor  had  stepped  out — but 
a  frail  coil  of  wire  held  all  his  attention,  and  he 
had  no  word  for  me  bewildered  among  the 
batteries  and  rods.  The  noise  of  the  sea  on  the 
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beach  began  to  make  itself  heard  as  the  traffic  in 
the  street  ceased*  Then  briefly,  but  very  lucidly, 
he  gave  me  the  names  and  uses  of  the  mechanism 
that  crowded  the  tables  and  the  floor, 

4  When  do  you  expect  to  get  the  message  from 
Poole?'  I  demanded,  sipping  my  liquor  out  of  a 
graduated  glass, 

4  About  midnight,  if  everything  is  in  order, 
We've  got  our  installation-pole  fixed  to  the  roof 
of  the  house,  I  shouldn't  advise  you  to  turn  on  a 
tap  or  anything  to-night.  We've  connected  up 
with  the  plumbing,  and  all  the  water  will  be 
electrified/  He  repeated  to  me  the  history  of  the 
agitated  ladies  at  the  hotel  at  the  time  of  the  first 
installation. 

'But  what  is  it?'  I  asked,  ' Electricity  is  out 
of  my  beat  altogether/ 

*  Ah,  if  you  knew  that  you'd  know  something 
nobody  knows.  It's  just  It — what  we  call 
Electricity,  but  the  magic — the  manifestations— 
the  Hertzian  waves — are  all  revealed  by  this.  The 
coherer,  we  call  it/ 

He  picked  up  a  glass  tube  not  much  thicker 
than  a  thermometer,  in  which,  almost  touching, 
were  two  tiny  silver  plugs,  and  between  them  an 
infinitesimal  pinch  of  metallic  dust.  *  That's  all,' 
he  said,  proudly,  as  though  himself  responsible  for 
the  wonder.  'That  is  the  thing  that  will  reveal 
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to  us  the  Powers — whatever  the  Powers  may  be 
—at  work  —  through  space  —  a  long  distance 
away/ 

Just  then  Mr,  Shaynor  returned  alone  and 
stood  coughing  his  heart  out  on  the  mat* 

4  Serves  you  right  for  being  such  a  fool/  said 
young  Mr,  Cashell,  as  annoyed  as  myself  at  the 
interruption.  4  Never  mind — we've  all  the  night 
before  us  to  see  wonders/ 

Shaynor  clutched  the  counter,  his  handkerchief 
to  his  lips.  When  he  brought  it  away  I  saw  two 
bright  red  stains, 

*I — I've  got  a  bit  of  a  rasped  throat  from 
smoking  cigarettes/  he  panted,  4 1  think  I'll  try  a 
cubeb/ 

4  Better  take  some  of  this,  I've  been  com* 
pounding  while  you've  been  away/  I  handed  him 
the  brew. 

4  Twon't  make  me  drunk,  will  it  ?  I'm  almost 
a  teetotaller.  My  word!  That's  grateful  and 
comforting/ 

He  set  down  the  empty  glass  to  cough  afresh, 

4  Brr  I  But  it  was  cold  out  there !  I  shouldn't 
care  to  be  lying  in  my  grave  a  night  like  this. 
Don't  you  ever  have  a  sore  throat  from  smoking  ? ' 
He  pocketed  the  handkerchief  after  a  furtive  peep, 

'Oh,  yes,  sometimes,'  I  replied,  wondering, 
while  I  spoke,  into  what  agonies  of  terror  I  should 
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fall  if  ever  I  saw  those  bright>red  danger-signals 
under  my  nose.  Young  Mr,  Cashell  among  the 
batteries  coughed  slightly  to  show  that  he  was 
quite  ready  to  continue  his  scientific  explanations, 
but  I  was  thinking  still  of  the  girl  with  the  rich 
voice  and  the  significantly  cut  mouth,  at  whose 
command  I  had  taken  charge  of  the  shop.  It 
flashed  across  me  that  she  distantly  resembled  the 
seductive  shape  on  a  gold  -framed  toilet -water 
advertisement  whose  charms  were  unholily 
heightened  by  the  glare  from  the  red  bottle  in 
the  window.  Turning  to  make  sure,  I  saw  Mr. 
Shaynor's  eyes  bent  in  the  same  direction,  and  by 
instinct  recognised  that  the  flamboyant  thing  was 
to  him  a  shrine,  'What  do  you  take  for  your 
— cough  ? '  I  asked. 

'Well,  I'm  the  wrong  side  of  the  counter  to 
believe  much  in  patent  medicines.  But  there  are 
asthma  cigarettes  and  there  are  pastilles.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  if  you  don't  object  to  the  smell, 
which  is  very  like  incense,  I  believe,  though 
Pm  not  a  Roman  Catholic,  Blaudett's  Cathedral 
Pastilles  relieve  me  as  much  as  anything/ 

4  Let's  try/  I  had  never  raided  a  chemist's  shop 
before,  so  I  was  thorough.  We  unearthed  the 
pastilles — brown,  gummy  cones  of  benzoin — and 
set  them  alight  under  the  toilet-water  advertisement, 
where  they  fumed  in  thin  blue  spirals. 
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*  Of  course/  said  Mr,  Shaynor,  to  my  question, 
*  what  one  uses  in  the  shop  for  one's  self  comes 
out  of  one's  pocket.  Why,  stock-taking  in  our 
business  is  nearly  the  same  as  with  jewellers — and 
I  can't  say  more  than  that*  But  one  gets  them ' 
—he  pointed  to  the  pastille-box — '  at  trade  prices/ 
Evidently  the  censing  of  the  gay,  seven-tinted 
wench  with  the  teeth  was  an  established  ritual 
which  cost  something. 

4  And  when  do  we  shut  up  shop  ? ' 

*We  stay  like  this  all  night.  The  guv — old 
Mr.  Cashell — doesn't  believe  in  locks  and  shutters 
as  compared  with  electric  light.  Besides,  it  brings 
trade.  I'll  just  sit  here  in  the  chair  by  the  stove 
and  write  a  letter,  if  you  don't  mind*  Electricity 
isn't  my  prescription/ 

The  energetic  young  Mr.  Cashell  snorted 
within,  and  Shaynor  settled  himself  up  in  his  chair 
over  which  he  had  thrown  a  staring  red,  black, 
and  yellow  Austrian  jute  blanket,  rather  like  a 
table-cover.  I  cast  about,  amid  patent  *  medicine 
pamphlets,  for  something  to  read,  but  finding  little, 
returned  to  the  manufacture  of  the  new  drink. 
The  Italian  warehouse  took  down  its  game  and 
went  to  bed.  Across  the  street  blank  shutters 
flung  back  the  gaslight  in  cold  smears ;  the  dried 
pavement  seemed  to  rough  up  in  goose-flesh  under 
the  scouring  of  the  savage  wind,  and  we  could 
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hear,  long  ere  he  passed,  the  policeman  flapping 
his  arms  to  keep  himself  warm.  Within,  the 
flavours  of  cardamoms  and  chlork>ether  disputed 
those  of  the  pastilles  and  a  score  of  drugs  and 
perfume  and  soap  scents.  Our  electric  lights,  set 
low  down  in  the  windows  before  the  tun -bellied 
Rosamund  jars,  flung  inward  three  monstrous  daubs 
of  red,  blue,  and  green,  that  broke  into  kaleido- 
scopic  lights  on  the  faceted  knobs  of  the  drug' 
drawers,  the  cut-glass  scent  flagons,  and  the  bulbs 
of  the  sparklet  bottles.  They  flushed  the  white* 
tiled  floor  in  gorgeous  patches  ;  splashed  along  the 
nickel-silver  countervails,  and  turned  the  polished 
mahogany  counter-panels  to  the  likeness  of  intricate 
grained  marbles — slabs  of  porphyry  and  malachite. 
Mr.  Shaynor  unlocked  a  drawer,  and  ere  he  began 
to  write,  took  out  a  meagre  bundle  of  letters. 
From  my  place  by  the  stove,  I  could  see  the 
scalloped  edges  of  the  paper  with  a  flaring  mono- 
gram  in  the  corner  and  could  even  smell  the  reek 
of  chypre.  At  each  page  he  turned  toward  the 
toilet-water  lady  of  the  advertisement  and  devoured 
her  with  over-luminous  eyes.  He  had  drawn  the 
Austrian  blanket  over  his  shoulders,  and  among 
those  warring  lights  he  looked  more  than  ever  the 
incarnation  of  a  drugged  moth — a  tiger  -  moth  as  I 
thought. 

He  put  his  letter  into  an  envelope,  stamped  it 
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with  stiff  mechanical  movements,  and  dropped  it 
in  the  drawer.  Then  I  became  aware  of  the 
silence  of  a  great  city  asleep — the  silence  that 
underlaid  the  even  voice  of  the  breakers  along 
the  sea  x  front  —  a  thick,  tingling  quiet  of  warm 
life  stilled  down  for  its  appointed  time,  and  un- 
consciously I  moved  about  the  glittering  shop  as 
one  moves  in  a  sick-room.  Young  Mr.  Cashell 
was  adjusting  some  wire  that  crackled  from  time 
to  time  with  the  tense,  knuckle^stretching  sound 
of  the  electric  spark.  Upstairs,  where  a  door 
shut  and  opened  swiftly,  I  could  hear  his  uncle 
coughing  abed. 

'Here/  I  said,  when  the  drink  was  properly 
warmed,  *  take  some  of  this,  Mr.  Shaynor/ 

He  jerked  in  his  chair  with  a  start  and  a 
wrench,  and  held  out  his  hand  for  the  glass.  The 
mixture,  of  a  rich  port" wine  colour,  frothed  at  the 
top. 

4  It  looks/  he  said,  suddenly,  *  it  looks — those 
bubbles — like  a  string  of  pearls  winking  at  you — 
rather  like  the  pearls  round  that  young  lady's 
neck/  He  turned  again  to  the  advertisement 
where  the  female  in  the  dove  *  coloured  corset  had 
seen  fit  to  put  on  all  her  pearls  before  she  cleaned 
her  teeth. 

4  Not  bad,  is  it  ? '  I  said. 

'Eh?' 
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He  rolled  his  eyes  heavily  full  on  me,  and,  as 
I  stared,  I  beheld  all  meaning  and  consciousness 
die  out  of  the  swiftly  dilating  pupils*  His  figure 
lost  its  stark  rigidity,  softened  into  the  chair,  and, 
chin  on  chest,  hands  dropped  before  him,  he  rested 
open-eyed,  absolutely  still* 

'I'm  afraid  Pve  rather  cooked  Shaynor's 
goose/  I  said,  bearing  the  fresh  drink  to  young 
Mr*  CashelL  *  Perhaps  it  was  the  chloric  * 
ether/ 

'Oh,  he's  all  right/  The  spade^bearded  man 
glanced  at  him  pityingly,  *  Consumptives  go  off 
in  those  sort  of  doses  very  often.  It's  exhaustion 
.  .  .  I  don't  wonder.  I  daresay  the  liquor  will 
do  him  good.  It's  grand  stuff/  he  finished  his 
share  appreciatively.  'Well,  as  I  was  saying — 
before  he  interrupted — about  this  little  coherer. 
The  pinch  of  dust,  you  see,  is  nickeLfilings,  The 
Hertzian  waves,  you  see,  come  out  of  space  from 
the  station  that  despatches  'em,  and  all  these  little 
particles  are  attracted  together— cohere,  we  call  it 
— for  just  so  long  as  the  current  passes  through 
them.  Now,  it's  important  to  remember  that  the 
current  is  an  induced  current.  There  are  a  good 
many  kinds  of  induction — 

'  Yes,  but  what  is  induction  ? ' 

'That's  rather  hard  to  explain  untechnically. 
But  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  when  a 
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current  of  electricity  passes  through  a  wire  there's 
a  lot  of  magnetism  present  round  that  wire ;  and  if 
you  put  another  wire  parallel  to,  and  within  what 
we  call  its  magnetic  field— why  then,  the  second 
wire  will  also  become  charged  with  electricity/ 

4  On  its  own  account  ? ' 

4  On  its  own  account/ 

4  Then  let's  see  if  I've  got  it  correctly*  Miles 
off,  at  Poole,  or  wherever  it  is — 

'  It  will  be  anywhere  in  ten  years/ 

4  You've  got  a  charged  wire * 

4  Charged  with  Hertzian  waves  which  vibrate, 
say,  two  hundred  and  thirty  million  times  a 
second/  Mr.  Cashell  snaked  his  forefinger  rapidly 
through  the  air* 

'All  right — a  charged  wire  at  Poole,  giving 
out  these  waves  into  space.  Then  this  wire  of 
yours  sticking  out  into  space — on  the  roof  of  the 
house — in  some  mysterious  way  gets  charged  with 
those  waves  from  Poole — 

'Or  anywhere — it  only  happens  to  be  Poole 
tonight* 

'  And  those  waves  set  the  coherer  at  work,  just 
like  an  ordinary  telegraph<off ice  ticker  ? ' 

'  No  I  That's  where  so  many  people  make  the 
mistake.  The  Hertzian  waves  wouldn't  be  strong 
enough  to  work  a  great  heavy  Morse  instrument 
like  ours.  They  can  only  just  make  that  dust 
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cohere,  and  while  it  coheres  (a  little  while  for  a 
dot  and  a  longer  while  for  a  dash)  the  current 
from  this  battery — the  home  battery ' — he  laid  his 
hand  on  the  thing  —  'can  get  through  to  the 
Morse  printing-machine  to  record  the  dot  or  dash. 
Let  me  make  it  clearer.  Do  you  know  anything 
about  steam  ? ' 

4  Very  little.     But  go  on/ 

'Well,  the  coherer  is  like  a  steanvvalve.  Any 
child  can  open  a  valve  and  start  a  steamer's 
engines,  because  a  turn  of  the  hand  lets  in  the 
main  steam,  doesn't  it  ?  Now,  this  home  battery 
here  ready  to  print  is  the  main  steam.  The 
coherer  is  the  valve,  always  ready  to  be  turned 
on.  The  Hertzian  wave  is  the  child's  hand  that 
turns  it/ 

4 1  see.    That's  marvellous/ 

'Marvellous,  isn't  it?  And,  remember,  we're 
only  at  the  beginning.  There's  nothing  we  shan't 
be  able  to  do  in  ten  years.  I  want  to  live — my 
God,  how  I  want  to  live,  and  see  it  develop?' 
He  looked  through  the  door  at  Shaynor  breathing 
lightly  in  his  chair.  4  Poor  beast !  And  he  wants 
to  keep  company  with  Fanny  Brand/ 

'Fanny  who?'  I  said,  for  the  name  struck  an 
obscurely  familiar  chord  in  my  brain — something 
connected  with  a  stained  handkerchief,  and  the 
word  '  arterial/ 
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4  Fanny  Brand — the  girl  you  kept  shop  for/ 
He  laughed,  4  That's  all  I  know  about  her,  and 
for  the  life  of  me  I  can't  see  what  Shaynor  sees  in 
her,  or  she  in  him/ 

4  Can't  you  see  what  he  sees  in  her  ? f  I  insisted. 

'Oh,  yes,  if  thafs  what  you  mean.  She's  a 
great,  big,  fat  lump  of  a  girl,  and  so  on*  I  suppose 
that's  why  he's  so  crazy  after  hen  She  isn't  his 
sort.  Well,  it  doesn't  matter.  My  uncle  says 
he's  bound  to  die  before  the  year's  out.  Your 
drink's  given  him  a  good  sleep,  at  any  rate/ 
Young  Mr.  Cashell  could  not  catch  Mr.  Shaynor's 
face,  which  was  half  turned  to  the  advertisement. 

I  stoked  the  stove  anew,  for  the  room  was 
growing  cold,  and  lighted  another  pastille.  Mr. 
Shaynor  in  his  chair,  never  moving,  looked  through 
and  over  me  with  eyes  as  wide  and  lustreless  as 
those  of  a  dead  hare. 

4  Poole's  late,'  said  young  Mr.  Cashell,  when  I 
stepped  back.  4  I'll  just  send  them  a  call/ 

He  pressed  a  key  in  the  semi  *  darkness,  and 
with  a  rending  crackle  there  leaped  between  two 
brass  knobs  a  spark,  streams  of  sparks,  and  sparks 
again. 

4 Grand,  isn't  it?  Thafs  the  Power — our  un- 
known Power — kicking  and  fighting  to  be  let 
loose,'  said  young  Mr.  Cashell.  4  There  she  goes 
—kick — kick— kick  into  space.  I  never  get  over 
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the  strangeness  of  it  when  I  work  a  sending- 
machine  —  waves  going  into  space,  you  know. 
T.  R.  is  our  call.  Poole  ought  to  answer  with 
L.  L.  L/ 

We  waited  two,  three,  five  minutes.  In  that 
silence,  of  which  the  boom  of  the  tide  was  an 
orderly  part,  I  caught  the  clear  4  kiss — kiss — kiss9 
of  the  halliards  on  the  roof,  as  they  were  blown 
against  the  installation-pole. 

4  Poole  is  not  ready.  I'll  stay  here  and  call  you 
when  he  is/ 

I  returned  to  the  shop,  and  set  down  my  glass 
on  a  marble  slab  with  a  careless  clink.  As  I  did 
so,  Shaynor  rose  to  his  feet,  his  eyes  fixed  once 
more  on  the  advertisement,  where  the  young 
woman  bathed  in  the  light  from  the  red  jar 
simpered  pinkly  over  her  pearls.  His  lips  moved 
without  cessation.  I  stepped  nearer  to  listen. 
4  And  threw — and  threw — and  threw/  he  repeated, 
his  face  all  sharp  with  some  inexplicable  agony. 

I  moved  forward  astonished.  But  it  was  then 
he  found  words  —  delivered  roundly  and  clearly. 
These:- 

And  threw  warm  gules  on  Madeleine's  young  breast. 

The  trouble  passed  off  his  countenance,  and  he 
returned  lightly  to  his  place,  rubbing  his  hands. 
It  had  never  occurred  to  me,  though  we  had 
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many  times  discussed  reading  and  prize'competi" 
tions  as  a  diversion,  that  Mr*  Shaynor  ever  read 
Keats,  or  could  quote  him  at  all  appositely*  There 
was*  after  all*  a  certain  stained'glass  effect  of  light 
on  the  high  bosom  of  the  highly  ^polished  picture 
which  might*  by  stretch  of  fancy*  suggest*  as  a 
vile  chromo  recalls  some  incomparable  canvas*  the 
line  he  had  spoken.  Night,  my  drink,  and  soli' 
tude  were  evidently  turning  Mr*  Shaynor  into  a 
poet.  He  sat  down  again  and  wrote  swiftly  on 
his  villainous  note-paper,  his  lips  quivering, 

I  shut  the  door  into  the  inner  office  and  moved 
up  behind  him.  He  made  no  sign  that  he  saw  or 
heard.  I  looked  over  his  shoulder*  and  read*  amid 
halfxformed  words*  sentences*  and  wild  scratches : — 

Very  cold  it  was.     Very  cold 

The  hare — the  hare — the  hare — 
The  birds — 

He  raised  his  head  sharply,  and  frowned  to< 
ward  the  blank  shutters  of  the  poulterer's  shop 
where  they  jutted  out  against  our  window.  Then 
one  clear  line  came : — 

The  hare,  in  spite  of  fur,  was  very  cold. 

The  head*  moving  machine-like*  turned  right  to 
the  advertisement  where  the  Blaudett's  Cathedral 
pastille  reeked  abominably*  He  grunted*  and 
went  on : — 
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Incense  in  a  censer — 

Before  her  darling  picture  framed  in  gold — 

Maiden's  picture — angel's  portrait — 

'HshF  said  Mr.  Cashell  guardedly  from  the 
inner  office,  as  though  in  the  presence  of  spirits, 
4  There's  something  coming  through  from  some' 
where;  but  it  isn't  Poole/  I  heard  the  crackle 
of  sparks  as  he  depressed  the  keys  of  the  trans^ 
mitten  In  my  own  brain,  too,  something  crackled, 
or  it  might  have  been  the  hair  on  my  head.  Then 
I  heard  my  own  voice,  in  a  harsh  whisper :  4  Mr. 
Cashell,  there  is  something  coming  through  here, 
too.  Leave  me  alone  till  I  tell  you/ 

4  But  I  thought  you'd  come  to  see  this  wonder< 
ful  thing — Sir/  indignantly  at  the  end, 

4  Leave  me  alone  till  I  tell  you.    Be  quiet/ 

I  watched — I  waited.  Under  the  blue^veined 
hand — the  dry  hand  of  the  consumptive — came 
away  clear,  without  erasure : — 

And  my  weak  spirit  fails 
To  think  how  the  dead  must  freeze — 

he  shivered  as  he  wrote — 

Beneath  the  churchyard  mould. 

Then  he  stopped,  laid  the  pen  down,  and 
leaned  back. 

For  an  instant,  that  was  half  an  eternity,  the 
shop  spun  before  me  in  a  rainbow'tinted  whirl, 
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in  and  through  which  my  own  soul  most  dis- 
passionately  considered  my  own  soul  as  that  fought 
with  an  overmastering  fear.  Then  I  smelt  the 
strong  smell  of  cigarettes  from  Mr,  Shaynor's 
clothing,  and  heard,  as  though  it  had  been  the 
rending  of  trumpets,  the  rattle  of  his  breathing, 
I  was  still  in  my  place  of  observation,  much  as  one 
would  watch  a  rifle-shot  at  the  butts,  half-bent, 
hands  on  my  knees,  and  head  within  a  few  inches 
of  the  black,  red,  and  yellow  blanket  of  his 
shoulder*  I  was  whispering  encouragement,  evi- 
dently to  my  other  self,  sounding  sentences,  such 
as  men  pronounce  in  dreams. 

4  If  he  has  read  Keats,  it  proves  nothing.  If 
he  hasn't — like  causes  must  beget  like  effects. 
There  is  no  escape  from  this  law.  You  ought  to 
be  grateful  that  you  know  "  St,  Agnes'  Eve  "  with- 
out  the  book;  because,  given  the  circumstances, 
such  as  Fanny  Brand,  who  is  the  key  of  the  enigma, 
and  approximately  represents  the  latitude  and 
longitude  of  Fanny  Brawne ;  allowing  also  for  the 
bright  red  colour  of  the  arterial  blood  upon  the 
handkerchief,  which  was  just  what  you  were 
puzzling  over  in  the  shop  just  now ;  and  counting 
the  effect  of  the  professional  environment,  here 
almost  perfectly  duplicated — the  result  is  logical 
and  inevitable.  As  inevitable  as  induction/ 

Still,  the  other  half  of  my  soul  refused  to  be 

23 


TRAFFICS  AND  DISCOVERIES 

comforted.  It  was  cowering  in  some  minute  and 
inadequate  corner — an  an  immense  distance. 

Hereafter,  I  found  myself  one  person  again,  my 
hands  still  gripping  my  knees,  and  my  eyes  glued 
on  the  page  before  Mr.  Shaynor.  As  dreamers 
accept  and  explain  the  upheaval  of  landscapes  and 
the  resurrection  of  the  dead,  with  excerpts  from  the 
evening  hymn  or  the  multiplicationxtable,  so  I  had 
accepted  the  facts,  whatever  they  might  be,  that  I 
should  witness,  and  had  devised  a  theory,  sane  and 
plausible  to  my  mind,  that  explained  them  all. 
Nay,  I  was  even  in  advance  of  my  facts,  walking 
hurriedly  before  them,  assured  that  they  would  fit 
my  theory.  And  all  that  I  now  recall  of  that 
epoch-making  theory  are  the  lofty  words :  4  If  he 
has  read  Keats  it's  the  chloricxether.  If  he  hasn't, 
it's  the  identical  bacillus,  or  Hertzian  wave  of 
tuberculosis,  plus  Fanny  Brand  and  the  professional 
status  which,  in  conjunction  with  the  mainstream 
of  subconscious  thought  common  to  all  mankind, 
has  thrown  up  temporarily  an  induced  Keats/ 

Mr.  Shaynor  returned  to  his  work,  erasing  and 
rewriting  as  before  with  swiftness.  Two  or  three 
blank  pages  he  tossed  aside.  Then  he  wrote, 
muttering : — 

The  little  smoke  of  a  candle  that  goes  out. 

4  No/    he    muttered.      4  Little    smoke  —  little 
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smoke — little  smoke*  What  else  ? '  He  thrust 
his  chin  forward  toward  the  advertisement,  where* 
under  the  last  of  the  Blaudett's  Cathedral  pastilles 
fumed  in  its  holder,  4  Ah ! '  Then  with  relief : — 

The  little  smoke  that  dies  in  moonlight  cold. 

Evidently  he  was  snared  by  the  rhymes  of  his 
first  verse,  for  he  wrote  and  rewrote 4  gold — cold — 
mould '  many  times.  Again  he  sought  inspiration 
from  the  advertisement,  and  set  down,  without 
erasure,  the  line  I  had  overheard  j — 

And  threw  warm  gules  on  Madeleine's  young  breast. 

As  I  remembered  the  original  it  is  'fair' — a  trite 
word — instead  of  *  young/  and  I  found  myself 
nodding  approval,  though  I  admitted  that  the 
attempt  to  reproduce  'its  little  smoke  in  pallid 
moonlight  died '  was  a  failure. 

Followed  without  a  break  ten  or  fifteen  lines 
of  bald  prose— the  naked  soul's  confession  of  its 
physical  yearning  for  its  beloved — unclean  as  we 
count  uncleanliness ;  unwholesome,  but  human 
exceedingly;  the  raw  material,  so  it  seemed  to 
me  in  that  hour  and  in  that  place,  whence  Keats 
wove  the  twenty  *sixth,  seventh,  and  eighth  stanzas 
of  his  poem.  Shame  I  had  none  in  overseeing 
this  revelation;  and  my  fear  had  gone  with  the 
smoke  of  the  pastille, 
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4  That's  it/  I  murmured.  4  That's  how  it's 
blocked  out*  Go  on !  Ink  it  in,  man.  Ink  it  in  I' 

Mr.  Shaynor  returned  to  broken  verse  wherein 
4  loveliness '  was  made  to  rhyme  with  a  desire  to 
look  upon  'her  empty  dress/  He  picked  up  a 
fold  of  the  gay,  soft  blanket,  spread  it  over  one 
hand,  caressed  it  with  infinite  tenderness,  thought, 
muttered,  traced  some  snatches  which  I  could  not 
decipher,  shut  his  eyes  drowsily,  shook  his  head, 
and  dropped  the  stuff.  Here  I  found  myself  at 
fault,  for  I  could  not  then  see  (as  I  do  now)  in 
what  manner  a  red,  black,  and  yellow  Austrian 
blanket  coloured  his  dreams. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  laid  aside  his  pen,  and,  chin 
on  hand,  considered  the  shop  with  thoughtful  and 
intelligent  eyes.  He  threw  down  the  blanket, 
rose,  passed  along  a  line  of  drug^drawers,  and  read 
the  names  on  the  labels  aloud.  Returning,  he 
took  from  his  desk  Christy's  New  Commercial 
Plants  and  the  old  Culpepper  that  I  had  given 
him,  opened  and  laid  them  side  by  side  with  a 
clerky  air,  all  trace  of  passion  gone  from  his  face, 
read  first  in  one  and  then  in  the  other,  and  paused 
with  pen  behind  his  ear. 

4  What  wonder  of  Heaven's  coming  now  ? '  I 
thought. 

4  Manna — manna — manna/  he  said  at  last,  under 
wrinkled  brows.  4  That's  what  I  wanted.  Good ! 

26 


4  WIRELESS' 

Now  then!  Now  then!  Good!  Good!  Oh, 
by  God,  that's  good!'  His  voice  rose  and  he 
spoke  rightly  and  fully  without  a  falter : — 

Candied  apple,  quince  and  plum  and  gourd, 
And  jellies  smoother  than  the  creamy  curd, 
And  lucent  syrups  tinct  with  cinnamon, 
Manna  and  dates  in  Argosy  transferred 
From  Fez  ;  and  spiced  dainties,  every  one 
From  silken  Samarcand  to  cedared  Lebanon. 

He  repeated  it  once  more,  using  4 blander'  for 
4 smoother'  in  the  second  line;  then  wrote  it 
down  without  erasure,  but  this  time  (my  set  eyes 
missed  no  stroke  of  any  word)  he  substituted 
4  soother '  for  his  atrocious  second  thought,  so  that 
it  came  away  under  his  hand  as  it  is  written  in  the 
book — as  it  is  written  in  the  book. 

A  wind  went  shouting  down  the  street,  and  on 
the  heels  of  the  wind  followed  a  spurt  and  rattle 
of  rain* 

After  a  smiling  pause — and  good  right  had  he 
to  smile — he  began  anew,  always  tossing  the  last 
sheet  over  his  shoulder : — 

The  sharp  rain  falling  on  the  window-pane, 
Rattling  sleet — the  wind-blown  sleet. 

Then  prose:  'It  is  very  cold  of  mornings 
when  the  wind  brings  rain  and  sleet  with  it*  I 
heard  the  sleet  on  the  window-pane  outside,  and 
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thought  of  you,  my  darling*  I  am  always 
thinking  of  you.  I  wish  we  could  both  run 
away  like  two  lovers  into  the  storm  and  get 
that  little  cottage  by  the  sea  which  we  are 
always  thinking  about,  my  own  dear  darling. 
We  could  sit  and  watch  the  sea  beneath  our 
windows.  It  would  be  a  fairyland  all  of  our  own 
— a  fairy  sea — a  fairy  sea.  .  .  * ' 

He  stopped,  raised  his  head,  and  listened. 
The  steady  drone  of  the  Channel  along  the  sea* 
front  that  had  borne  us  company  so  long  leaped 
up  a  note  to  the  sudden  fuller  surge  that  signals 
the  change  from  ebb  to  flood.  It  beat  in  like  the 
change  of  step  throughout  an  army — this  renewed 
pulse  of  the  sea — and  filled  our  ears  till  they, 
accepting  it,  marked  it  no  longer. 

A  fairyland  for  you  and  me 
Across  the  foam — beyond  .  .  . 
A  magic  foam,  a  perilous  sea. 

He  grunted  again  with  effort  and  bit  his 
underlip.  My  throat  dried,  but  I  dared  not  gulp 
to  moisten  it  lest  I  should  break  the  spell  that 
was  drawing  him  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  high- 
water  mark  but  two  of  the  sons  of  Adam  have 
reached.  Remember  that  in  all  the  millions 
permitted  there  are  no  more  than  five — five  little 
lines — of  which  one  can  say :  *  These  are  the  pure 
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Magic.  These  are  the  clear  Vision.  The  rest  is 
only  poetry/  And  Mr.  Shaynor  was  playing  hot 
and  cold  with  two  of  them  ! 

I  vowed  no  unconscious  thought  of  mine 
should  influence  the  blindfold  soul,  and  pinned 
myself  desperately  to  the  other  three,  repeating 
and  re^repeating : — 

A  savage  spot  as  holy  and  enchanted 

As  e'er  beneath  a  waning  moon  was  haunted 

By  woman  wailing  for  her  demon  lover. 

But  though  I  believed  my  brain  thus  occupied, 
my  every  sense  hung  upon  the  writing  under  the 
dry,  bony  hand,  all  brown^fingered  with  chemicals 
and  cigarette'smoke. 

Our  windows  fronting  on  the  dangerous  foam, 

(he  wrote,  after  long,  irresolute  snatches),  and 
then— 

Our  open  casements  facing  desolate  seas 
Forlorn — forlorn — 

Here  again  his  face  grew  peaked  and  anxious 
with  that  sense  of  loss  I  had  first  seen  when  the 
Power  snatched  him.  But  this  time  the  agony  was 
tenfold  keener.  As  I  watched  it  mounted  like 
mercury  in  the  tube.  It  lighted  his  face  from 
within  till  I  thought  the  visibly  scourged  soul 
must  leap  forth  naked  between  his  jaws,  unable 
to  endure.  A  drop  of  sweat  trickled  from  my 
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forehead  down  my  nose  and  splashed  on  the  back 
of  my  hand* 

Our  windows  facing  on  the  desolate  seas 
And  pearly  foam  of  magic  fairyland — 

'Not  yet  —  not  yet/  he  muttered,  'wait  a 
minute.  Please  wait  a  minute,  I  shall  get  it 
then— 

Our  magic  windows  fronting  on  the  sea, 
The  dangerous  foam  of  desolate  seas  .  .  . 
For  aye. 

Ouht  my  God ! ' 

From  head  to  heel  he  shook — shook  from  the 
marrow  of  his  bones  outwards — then  leaped  to 
his  feet  with  raised  arms,  and  slid  the  chair 
screeching  across  the  tiled  floor  where  it  struck 
the  drawers  behind  and  fell  with  a  jar,  Mechanicx 
ally,  I  stooped  to  recover  it. 

As  I  rose,  Mr,  Shaynor  was  stretching  and 
yawning  at  leisure, 

'I've  had  a  bit  of  a  doze/  he  said.  'How 
did  I  come  to  knock  the  chair  over  ?  You  look 
rather — 

'The  chair  startled  me/  I  answered.  'It  was 
so  sudden  in  this  quiet/ 

Young  Mr.  Cashell  behind  his  shut  door  was 
offendedly  silent. 

'I  suppose  I  must  have  been  dreaming/  said 
Mr.  Shaynor. 
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'I  suppose  you  must/  I  said  4  Talking  of 
dreams  —  I  —  I  noticed  you  writing — before — 

He  flushed  consciously, 

4 1  meant  to  ask  you  if  you've  ever  read  anything 
written  by  a  man  called  Keats/ 

'Oh!  I  haven't  much  time  to  read  poetry, 
and  I  can't  say  that  I  remember  the  name 
exactly*  Is  he  a  popular  writer  ? ' 

4  Middling,  I  thought  you  might  know  him 
because  he's  the  only  poet  who  was  ever  a 
druggist  And  he's  rather  what's  called  the 
lover's  poet/ 

4  Indeed,  I  must  dip  into  him.  What  did  he 
write  about  ? ' 

'A  lot  of  things.  Here's  a  sample  that  may 
interest  you/ 

Then  and  there,  carefully,  I  repeated  the 
verse  he  had  twice  spoken  and  once  written  not 
ten  minutes  ago, 

'Ah!  Anybody  could  see  he  was  a  druggist 
from  that  line  about  the  tinctures  and  syrups.  It's 
a  fine  tribute  to  our  profession/ 

'I  don't  know/  said  young  Mr,  Cashell,  with 
icy  politeness,  opening  the  door  one  half  -  inch, 
'if  you  still  happen  to  be  interested  in  our 
trifling  experiments.  But,  should  such  be  the 


case ' 


I  drew  him  aside,  whispering,  '  Shaynor  seemed 
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going  off  into  some  sort  of  fit  when  I  spoke  to 
you  just  now.  I  thought,  even  at  the  risk  of 
being  rude,  it  wouldn't  do  to  take  you  off  your 
instruments  just  as  the  call  was  coming  through. 
Don't  you  see  ? ' 

*  Gran  ted — granted  as  soon  as  asked/  he  said, 
unbending.  4l  did  think  it  a  shade  odd  at  the 
time.  So  that  was  why  he  knocked  the  chair 
down  ? ' 

4 1  hope  I  haven't  missed  anything/  I  said. 

'I'm  afraid  I  can't  say  that,  but  you're  just  in 
time  for  the  end  of  a  rather  curious  performance* 
You  can  come  in  too,  Mr.  Shaynor.  Listen,  while 
I  read  it  off/ 

The  Morse  instrument  was  ticking  furiously. 
Mr.  Cashell  interpreted:  '"K.K.V.  Can  make 
nothing  of  your  signals"'  A  pause.  '"M.M.K 
M.M.K  Signals  unintelligible.  Purpose  anchor 
Sandown  Ray.  Examine  instruments  tomorrow" 
Do  you  know  what  that  means  ?  It's  a  couple  of 
men-o'-war  working  Marconi  signals  off  the  Isle 
of  Wight.  They  are  trying  to  talk  to  each  other. 
Neither  can  read  the  other's  messages,  but  all  their 
messages  are  being  taken  in  by  our  receiver  here. 
They've  been  going  on  for  ever  so  long.  I  wish 
you  could  have  heard  it/ 

4  How  wonderful ! '  I  said.  *  Do  you  mean  we're 
overhearing  Portsmouth  ships  trying  to  talk  to 
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each  other — that  we're  eavesdropping  across  half 
South  England  ? ' 

'Just  that.  Their  transmitters  are  all  right, 
but  their  receivers  are  out  of  order,  so  they  only 
get  a  dot  here  and  a  dash  there.  Nothing  clear/ 

4  Why  is  that?' 

4  God  knows — and  Science  will  know  to-morrow. 
Perhaps  the  induction  is  faulty;  perhaps  the  re^ 
ceivers  aren't  tuned  to  receive  just  the  number  of 
vibrations  per  second  that  the  transmitter  sends. 
Only  a  word  here  and  there.  Just  enough  to 
tantalise/ 

Again  the  Morse  sprang  to  life. 

4  That's  one  of  'em  complaining  now*  Listen : 
44  Disheartening — most  disheartening."  It's  quite 
pathetic.  Have  you  ever  seen  a  spiritualistic 
seance?  It  reminds  me  of  that  sometimes — odds 
and  ends  of  messages  coming  out  of  nowhere — a 
word  here  and  there — no  good  at  all/ 

'But  mediums  are  all  impostors/  said  Mr. 
Shaynor,  in  the  doorway,  lighting  an  asthma-cigar- 
ette.  'They  only  do  it  for  the  money  they  can 
make.  I've  seen  'em/ 

'Here's  Poole,  at  last — clear  as  a  bell.  L.L.L. 
Now  we  shan't  be  long/  Mr.  Cashell  rattled  the 
keys  merrily.  '  Anything  you'd  like  to  tell  'em  ? ' 

'No,  I  don't  think  so/  I  said.  'I'll  go  home 
and  get  to  bed.  I'm  feeling  a  little  tired/ 
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'  And  thou  shalt  make  a  candlestick  of  pure  gold  :  of  beaten 
work  shall  the  candlestick  be  made  :  his  shaft  and  its  branches, 
his  bowls,  his  knops,  and  his  flowers,  shall  be  the  same.  .  .  . 

'  And  there  shall  be  a  knop  under  two  branches  of  the  same, 
and  a  knop  under  two  branches  of  the  same,  and  a  knop  under 
two  branches  of  the  same,  according  to  the  six  branches  that 
proceed  out  of  the  candlestick.  .  .  .  Their  knops  and  their 
branches  shall  be  the  same/ — Exodus. 

4  Know  this,  my  brethren,  Heaven  is  clear 

And  all  the  clouds  are  gone — 
The  Proper  Sort  shall  flourish  now, 

Good  times  are  coming  on  '— 
The  evil  that  was  threatened  late 

To  all  of  our  degree, 
Hath  passed  in  discord  and  debate, 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  we  ! 

A  common  people  strove  in  vain 

To  shame  us  unto  toil, 
But  they  are  spent  and  we  remain, 

And  we  shall  share  the  spoil 
According  to  our  several  needs 

As  Beauty  shall  decree, 
As  Age  ordains  or  Birth  concedes, 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  we  ! 
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And  they  that  with  accursed  zeal 

Our  Service  would  amend, 
Shall  own  the  odds  and  come  to  heel 

Ere  worse  befall  their  end  : 
For  though  no  naked  word  be  wrote 

Yet  plainly  shall  they  see 
What  pinneth  Orders  to  their  coat, 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  we  ! 

Our  doorways  that,  in  time  of  fear, 

We  opened  overwide 
Shall  softly  close  from  year  to  year 

Till  all  be  purified  ; 
For  though  no  fluttering  fan  be  heard 

Nor  chaff  be  seen  to  flee — 
The  Lord  shall  winnow  the  Lord's  Preferred— 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  we  ! 

Our  altars  which  the  heathen  brake 

Shall  rankly  smoke  anew, 
And  anise,  mint,  and  cummin  take 

Their  dread  and  sovereign  due, 
Whereby  the  buttons  of  our  trade 

Shall  all  restored  be 
With  curious  work  in  gilt  and  braid, 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  we  / 

Then  come,  my  brethren,  and  prepare 

The  candlesticks  and  bells, 
The  scarlet,  brass,  and  badger's  hair 

Wherein  our  Honour  dwells, 
And  straitly  fence  and  strictly  keep 

The  Ark's  integrity 
Till  Armageddon  break  our  sleep  .  , . 

And,  Hey  then  up  go  -we  ! 
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THE  ARMY  OF  A  DREAM 

PART  I 

SAT  down  in  the  Club  smoking-room  to  fill  a 
pipe. 


It  was  entirely  natural  that  I  should  be  talking 
to  'Boy '  Bay  ley.  We  had  met  first,  twenty  odd 
years  ago,  at  the  Indian  mess  of  the  Tyneside  TaiL 
twisters*  Our  last  meeting,  I  remembered,  had 
been  at  the  Mount  Nelson  Hotel,  which  was  by 
no  means  India,  and  there  we  had  talked  half  the 
night*  Boy  Bayley  had  gone  up  that  week  to  the 
front,  where  I  think  he  stayed  a  long,  long  time* 

But  now  he  had  come  back* 

4  Are  you  still  a  Tynesider  ? '  I  asked. 

'I  command  the  Imperial  Guard  Battalion  of 
the  old  regiment,  my  son/  he  replied* 

4 Guard  which?  They've  been  Fusiliers  since 
Fontenoy.  Don't  pull  my  leg,  Boy/ 

4 1  said  Guard,  not  Guards.     The  I.G*  Battalion 
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of  the  Tail  <•  twisters.  Does  that  make  it  any 
clearer  ? ' 

'Not  in  the  least/ 

4  Then  come  over  to  mess  and  see  for  yourself, 
We  aren't  a  step  from  barracks*  Keep  on  my 
right  side.  Pm — Pm  a  bit  deaf  on  the  near/ 

We  left  the  Club  together  and  crossed  the  street 
to  a  vast  four-storied  pile,  which  more  resembled 
a  Rowton  lodging-house  than  a  barrack.  I  could 
see  no  sentry  at  the  gates. 

4  There  ain't  any/  said  the  Boy  lightly.  He 
led  me  into  a  many-tabled  restaurant  full  of  civilians 
and  grey-green  uniforms.  At  one  end  of  the  room, 
on  a  slightly  raised  dai's,  stood  a  big  table. 

'Here  we  are!  We  usually  lunch  here  and 
dine  in  mess  by  ourselves.  These  are  our  chaps — 
but  what  am  I  thinking  of?  You  must  know 
most  of  'em.  Devine's  my  second  in  command 
now.  There's  old  Luttrell — remember  him  at 
Cherat  ? — Burgard,  Verschoyle  (you  were  at  school 
with  him),  Harrison,  Pigeon,  and  Kyd/ 

With  the  exception  of  the  last  I  knew  them  all, 
but  I  could  not  remember  that  they  had  all  been 
Tynesiders. 

'I've  never  seen  this  sort  of  place,'  I  said, 
looking  round.  'Half  the  men  here  are  in  plain 
clothes,  and  what  are  those  women  and  children 
doing  ? ' 
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4  Eating,  I  hope/  Boy  Bayley  answered.  4  Our 
canteens  would  never  pay  if  it  wasn't  for  the  Line 
and  Militia  trade*  When  they  were  first  started 
people  looked  on  'em  rather  as  catsmeat '  shops ; 
but  we  got  a  duchess  or  two  to  lunch  in  'em,  and 
they've  been  grossly  fashionable  since/ 

4  So  I  see/  I  answered.  A  woman  of  the  type 
that  shops  at  the  Stores  came  up  the  room  look' 
ing  about  her.  A  man  in  the  dulUgrey  uniform 
of  the  corps  rose  up  to  meet  her,  piloted  her  to  a 
place  between  three  other  uniforms,  and  there  began 
a  very  merry  little  meal. 

*  I  give  it  up,'  I  said.  4  This  is  guilty  splendour 
that  I  don't  understand/ 

4  Quite  simple,'  said  Burgard  across  the  table. 
'The  barrack  supplies  breakfast,  dinner,  and  tea 
on  the  Army  scale  to  the  Imperial  Guard  (which 
we  call  LG.)  when  it's  in  barracks  as  well  as  to 
the  Line  and  Militia.  They  can  all  invite  their 
friends  if  they  choose  to  pay  for  them.  That's 
where  we  make  our  profits.  Look ! ' 

Near  one  of  the  doors  were  four  or  five  tables 
crowded  with  workmen  in  the  raiment  of  their 
callings.  They  ate  steadily,  but  found  time  to  jest 
with  the  uniforms  about  them ;  and  when  one 
o'clock  clanged  from  a  big  half 'built  block  of  flats 
across  the  street,  filed  out. 

4  Those,'  Devine  explained,  4  are  either  our  Line 
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or  Militia  men,  as  such  entitled  to  the  regulation 
whack  at  regulation  cost.  It's  cheaper  than  they 
could  buy  it ;  an'  they  meet  their  friends  too.  A 
man'll  walk  a  mile  in  his  dinner^hour  to  mess  with 
his  own  lot/ 

'Wait  a  minute/  I  pleaded*  'Will  you  tell 
me  what  those  plumbers  and  plasterers  and  brick' 
layers,  that  I  saw  go  out  just  now.  have  to  do  with 
what  I  was  taught  to  call  the  Line  ? ' 

'Tell  him/  said  the  Boy  over  his  shoulder  to 
Burgard.  He  was  busy  talking  with  the  large 
Verschoyle,  my  old  schoolmate. 

'The  Line  comes  next  to  the  Guard.  The 
Linesman's  generally  a  town^bird  who  can't  afford 
to  be  a  Volunteer.  He  has  to  go  into  camp  in  an 
Area  for  two  months  his  first  year,  six  weeks  his 
second,  and  a  month  the  third.  He  gets  about 
five  bob  a  week  the  year  round  for  that  and  for 
being  on  duty  two  days  of  the  week,  and  for  being 
liable  to  be  ordered  out  to  help  the  Guard  in  a 
row.  He  needn't  live  in  barracks  unless  he  wants 
to,  and  he  and  his  family  can  feed  at  the  regimental 
canteen  at  usual  rates.  The  women  like  it/ 

'  All  this/  I  said  politely,  but  intensely, '  is  the 
raving  of  delirium.  Where  may  your  precious 
recruit  who  needn't  live  in  barracks  learn  his 
drill?' 

'  At  his  precious  school,  my  child,  like  the  rest 
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of  us.  The  notion  of  allowing  a  human  being  to 
reach  his  twentieth  year  before  asking  him  to  put 
his  feet  in  the  first  position  was  raving  lunacy 
if  you  like!'  Boy  Bayley  dived  back  into  the 
conversation* 

4  Very  good/  I  said  meekly,  4l  accept  the 
virtuous  plumber  who  puts  in  two  months  of  his 
valuable  time  at  Aldershot — 

'Aldershot!'  The  table  exploded,  I  felt  a 
little  annoyed, 

4  A  camp  in  an  Area  is  not  exactly  Aldershot/ 
said  Burgard,  4  The  Line  isn't  exactly  what  you 
fancy.  Some  of  them  even  come  to  us  I ' 

*  You  recruit  from  'em  ? ' 

'I  beg  your  pardon/  said  Devine  with  mock 
solemnity.  'The  Guard  doesn't  recruit.  It 
selects/ 

'It  would/  I  said,  'with  a  Spiers  and  Pond 
restaurant ;  pretty  girls  to  play  with ;  and— 

4  A  room  apiece,  four  bob  a  day  and  all  found/ 
said  Verschoyle,  *  Don't  forget  that/ 

'Of  course!'  I  said,  'It  probably  beats  off 
recruits  with  a  club/ 

'No,  with  the  ballot* box/  said  Verschoyle, 
laughing,  '  At  least  in  all  R.G,  companies/ 

'I  didn't  know  Roman  Catholics  were  so 
particular/  I  ventured. 

They    grinned.      'R.C.    companies/    said    the 
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Boy,  *  mean  Right  of  Choice,  When  a  company 
has  been  very  good  and  pious  for  a  long  time  it 
may,  if  the  C*O»  thinks  fit,  choose  its  own  men — 
all  same  one-piecee  Club.  All  our  companies  are 
R.C/s,  and,  as  the  battalion  is  making  up  a  few 
vacancies  ere  starting  once  more  on  the  wild  and 
trackless  "  heef "  into  the  Areas,  the  Linesman  is 
here  in  force  to-day  sucking  up  to  our  non-coms/ 

4  Would  some  one  mind  explaining  to  me  the 
meaning  of  every  other  word  you've  used/  I  said* 
' What's  a  trackless  "heef"?  What's  an  Area? 
What's  everything  generally  ? '  I  asked* 

4  Oh,  "  heef  s  "  part  of  the  British  Constitution/ 
said  the  Boy*  4  It  began  long  ago  when  they  first 
mapped  out  the  big  military  manoeuvring  grounds 
— we  call  'em  Areas  for  short — where  the  LG. 
spend  two-thirds  of  their  time  and  the  other 
regiments  get  their  training*  It  was  slang  origin- 
ally  for  beef  on  the  hoof,  because  in  the  Military 
Areas  two-thirds  of  your  meat-rations  at  least  are 
handed  over  to  you  on  the  hoof,  and  you  make 
your  own  arrangements.  The  word  "heef" 
became  a  parable  for  camping  in  the  Military 
Areas  and  all  its  miseries.  There  are  two  Areas 
in  Ireland,  one  in  Wales  for  hill-work,  a  couple  in 
Scotland,  and  a  sort  of  parade-ground  in  the  Lake 
District ;  but  the  real  working  Areas  are  in  India, 
Africa,  and  Australia,  and  so  on.' 
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'  And  what  do  you  do  there  ? ' 

'We  "heef"  under  service  conditions,  which 
are  rather  like  hard  work.  We  "heef"  in  an 
English  Area  for  about  a  year,  coming  into 
barracks  for  one  month  to  make  up  wastage* 
Then  we  may  "  heef  "  foreign  for  another  year  or 
eighteen  months.  Then  we  do  sea' time  in  the 
war  boats — 

4  What-t  ? '  I  said. 

4  Sea-time/  Bayley  repeated.  4  Just  like  Marines^ 
to  learn  about  the  big  guns  and  how  to  embark 
and  disembark  quick.  Then  we  come  back  to  our 
territorial  headquarters  for  six  months,  to  educate 
the  Line  and  Volunteer  camps,  to  go  to  Hythe,  to 
keep  abreast  of  any  new  ideas,  and  then  we  fill  up 
vacancies.  We  call  those  six  months  4t  Schools/' 
Then  we  begin  all  over  again,  thus  j  Home 44  heef/' 
foreign  "heef/'  sea-time,  schools.  "Heef ing" 
isn't  precisely  luxurious,  but  it's  on  "heef"  that 
we  make  our  head-money/ 

4  Or  lose  it,'  said  the  sallow  Pigeon,  and  all 
laughed,  as  men  will,  at  regimental  jokes. 

4  The  Dove  never  lets  me  forget  that/  said  Boy 
Bayley.  4  It  happened  last  March.  We  were  out 
in  the  Second  Northern  Area  at  the  top  end  of 
Scotland  where  a  lot  of  those  silly  deer-forests  used 
to  be.  I'd  sooner  "  heef "  in  the  middle  of  Aus- 
tralia myself— or  Athabasca,  with  all  respect  to  The 
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Dove;  he's  a  native  of  those  parts.  We  were 
camped  somewhere  near  Caithness,  and  the  Armity 
(that's  the  combined  Navy  and  Army  Board  which 
runs  our  show)  sent  us  about  eight  hundred  raw 
remounts  to  break  in  to  keep  us  warm/ 

4  Why  horses  for  a  foot  regiment  ? ' 

'LG.'s  don't  foot  it  unless  they're  obliged  to. 
No  have  gee-gee  how  can  move  ?  I'll  show  you 
later.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  we  broke  those 
beasts  in  on  compressed  forage  and  small  box^ 
spurs,  and  then  we  started  across  Scotland  to 
Applecross  to  hand  'em  over  to  a  horse^depot  there, 
It  was  snowing  cruel,  and  we  didn't  know  the 
country  overmuch.  You  remember  the  30th — the 
old  East  Lancashire — at  Mian  Mir  ?  Their  Guard 
Battalion  had  been  "heefing"  round  those  parts 
for  six  months.  We  thought  they'd  be  snowed  up 
all  quiet  and  comfy,  but  Burden,  their  C.O,,  got 
wind  of  our  coming,  and  sent  spies  in  to  Eschol.' 

*  Confound  him ! '  said  Luttrell,  who  was  fat  and 
welLliking,  'I  entertained  one  of  'em — in  a  red 
worsted  comforter — under  Bean  Derig.  He  said 
he  was  a  crofter,  'Gave  him  a  drink  too.' 

'I  don't  mind  admitting,'  said  the  Boy,  'that, 
what  with  the  cold  and  the  remounts,  we  were 
moving  rather  base^over^apex.  Burden  bottled 
us  under  Sghurr  Mhor  in  a  snowstorm.  He 
stampeded  half  the  horses,  cut  off  a  lot  of  us  in 
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a  snow-bank,  and  generally  rubbed  our  noses  in 
the  dirt/ 

4  Was  he  allowed  to  do  that  ? '  I  said. 

4  There  is  no  peace  in  a  Military  Area,  If 
we'd  beaten  him  off  or  got  away  without  losing 
anyone,  we'd  have  been  entitled  to  a  day's  pay 
from  every  man  engaged  against  us.  But  we 
didn't  He  cut  off  fifty  of  ours,  held  'em  as 
prisoners  for  the  regulation  three  days,  and  then  sent 
in  his  bill — three  days'  pay  for  each  man  taken. 
Fifty  men  at  twelve  bob  a  head,  plus  five  pounds 
for  the  Dove  as  a  captured  officer,  and  Kyd  here, 
his  junior,  three,  made  about  forty  quid  to  Burden 
and  Co*  They  crowed  over  us  horrid.' 

4  Couldn't  you  have  appealed  to  an  umpire  or — 
or  something  ? ' 

4  We  could,  but  we  talked  it  over  with  the  men 
and  decided  to  pay  and  look  happy.  We  were 
fairly  had.  The  30th  knew  every  foot  of  Sghurr 
Mhor.  I  spent  three  days  huntin'  'em  in  the 
snow,  but  they  went  off  on  our  remounts  about 
twenty  mile  that  night.' 

4  Do  you  always  do  this  sham-fight  business  ?  ' 
I  asked. 

4  Once  inside  an  Area  you  must  look  after  your- 
self ;  but  I  tell  you  that  a  fight  which  means  that 
every  man-Jack  of  us  may  lose  a  week's  pay  isn't 
so  dam -sham  after  all.  It  keeps  the  men  nippy. 
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Still,  in  the  long  run,  it's  like  whist  on  a  P.  and  O. 
It  comes  out  fairly  level  if  you  play  long  enough. 
Now  and  again,  though,  one  gets  a  present — say, 
when  a  Line  regiment's  out  on  the  "heef,"  and 
signifies  that  it's  ready  to  abide  by  the  rules  of 
the  game*  You  mustn't  take  head-money  from  a 
Line  regiment  in  an  Area  unless  it  says  that  it'll 
play  you ;  but,  after  a  week  or  two,  those  clever 
Linesmen  always  think  they  see  a  chance  of  making 
a  pot,  and  send  in  their  compliments  to  the  nearest 
LG.  Then  the  fun  begins.  We  caught  a  Line 
regiment  single-handed  about  two  years  ago  in 
Ireland — caught  it  on  the  hop  between  a  bog  and 
a  beach.  It  had  just  moved  in  to  join  its  brigade, 
and  we  made  a  forty-two-mile  march  in  fourteen 
hours,  and  cut  it  off,  lock,  stock,  and  barrel  It 
went  to  ground  like  a  badger — I  will  say  those 
Line  regiments  can  dig — but  we  got  out  privily  by 
night  and  broke  up  the  only  road  it  could  expect 
to  get  its  baggage  and  company-guns  along*  Then 
we  blew  up  a  bridge  that  some  Sappers  had  made 
for  experimental  purposes  (they  were  rather  stuffy 
about  it)  on  its  line  of  retreat,  while  we  lay  up  in 
the  mountains  and  signalled  for  the  A.C.  of  those 
parts/ 

4  Who's  an  A.C.?'  I  asked. 

'The  Adjustment  Committee — the  umpires  of 
the  Military  Areas.  They're  a  set  of  super- 
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annuated  old  aunts  of  colonels  kept  for  the 
purpose,  but  they  occasionally  combine  to  do 
justice*  Our  A»C»  came,  saw  our  dispositions,  and 
said  it  was  a  sanguinary  massacree  for  the  Line, 
and  that  we  were  entitled  to  our  full  pound  of 
flesh — head-money  for  one  whole  regiment,  with 
equipment,  four  company-guns,  and  all  kit!  At 
Line  rates  this  worked  out  as  one  fat  cheque  for 
two  hundred  and  fifty.  Not  bad ! ' 

4  But  we  had  to  pay  the  Sappers  seventy-four 
quid  for  blowing  their  patent  bridge  to  pieces/ 
Devine  interpolated*  '  That  was  a  swindle/ 

4 That's  true/  the  Boy  went  on,  'but  the 
Adjustment  Committee  gave  our  helpless  victims 
a  talking  to  that  was  worth  another  hundred  to 
hear/ 

4  But  isn't  there  a  lot  of  unfairness  in  this  head- 
money  system  ? '  I  asked* 

4  'Can't  have  everything  perfect/  said  the  Boy* 
4  Head-money  is  an  attempt  at  payment  by  results, 
and  it  gives  the  men  a  direct  interest  in  their  job. 
Three  times  out  of  five,  of  course,  the  A.C,  will 
disallow  both  sides'  claim,  but  there's  always  the 
chance  of  bringing  off  a  coup,' 

4  Do  all  regiments  do  it  ? ' 

'Heavily,  The  Line  pays  a  bob  per  prisoner 
and  the  Militia  ninepence,  not  to  mention  side-bets 
which  are  what  really  keep  the  men  keen.  It  isn't 
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supposed  to  be  done  by  the  Volunteers,  but  they 
gamble  worse  than  anyone.  Why,  the  very  kids 
do  it  when  they  go  to  First  Camp  at  Aldershot  or 
Salisbury/ 

4  Head '  money's  a  national  institution  —  like 
betting/  said  Burgard. 

4 1  should  say  it  was/  said  Pigeon  suddenly. 
4 1  was  roped  in  the  other  day  as  an  Adjustment 
Committee  by  the  Kemptown  Board  School.  I 
was  riding  under  the  Brighton  racecourse,  and  I 
heard  the  whistle  goin'  for  umpire— the  regulation, 
two  longs  and  two  shorts.  I  didn't  take  any 
notice  till  an  infant  about  a  yard  high  jumped 
up  from  a  furze ^patch  and  shouted:  "Guard! 
Guard !  Come  'ere !  I  want  you  professionally. 
Alf  says  'e  ain't  outflanked.  Ain't  'e  a  liar? 
Come  an'  look  'ow  I've  posted  my  men."  You 
bet  I  looked !  The  young  demon  trotted  by  my 
stirrup  and  showed  me  his  whole  army  (twenty  of 
'em)  laid  out  under  cover  as  nicely  as  you  please 
round  a  cowhouse  in  a  hollow.  He  kept  on  shout' 
ing:  "I've  drew  Alf  into  there.  'Is  persition 
ain't  tenable.  Say  it  ain't  tenable,  Guard!"  I 
rode  round  the  position,  and  Alf  with  his  army 
came  out  of  his  cowhouse  an'  sat  on  the  roof  and 
protested  like  a — like  a  Militia  Colonel;  but  the 
facts  were  in  favour  of  my  friend  and  I  umpired 
according.  Well,  Alf  abode  by  my  decision.  I 
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explained  it  to  him  at  length,  and  he  solemnly 
paid  up  his  head-money — farthing  points  if  you 
please ! ' 

'Did  they  pay  you  umpire's  fee?'  said  Kyd, 
4 1  umpired  a  whole  afternoon  once  for  a  village 
school  at  home,  and  they  stood  me  a  bottle  of  hot 
ginger  beer/ 

*  I  compromised  on  a  halfpenny — a  sticky  one — 
or  I'd  have  hurt  their  feelings/  said  Pigeon  gravely* 
4  But  I  gave  'em  sixpence  back/ 

*  How  were  they  manoeuvring  and  what  with  ? ' 
I  asked* 

'Oh,  by  whistle  and  hand-signal.  They  had 
the  dummy  Board  School  guns  and  flags  for  posi- 
tions,  but  they  were  rushing  their  attack  much  too 
quick  for  that  open  country,  I  told  'em  so,  and 
they  admitted  it/ 

4  But  who  taught  'em  ? '  I  said, 

'They  had  learned  in  their  schools,  of  course, 
like  the  rest  of  us.  They  were  all  of  'em  over 
ten ;  and  squad  *  drill  begins  when  they're  eight. 
They  knew  their  company-drill  a  heap  better  than 
they  knew  their  King's  English/ 

4  How  much  drill  do  the  boys  put  in  ? '  I  asked, 

'All  boys  begin  physical-drill  to  music  in  the 
Board  Schools  when  they're  six ;  squad-drill,  one 
hour  a  week,  when  they're  eight;  company-drill 
when  they're  ten,  for  an  hour  and  a  half  a  week. 
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Between  ten  and  twelve  they  get  battalion^drill  of 
a  sort.  They  take  the  rifle  at  twelve  and  record 
their  first  target '  score  at  thirteen.  That's  what 
the  Code  lays  down.  But  it's  worked  very  loosely 
so  long  as  a  boy  comes  up  to  the  standard  of  his 
age/ 

4  In  Canada,  we  don't  need  your  physical  drill. 
We're  born  fit/  said  Pigeon,  'and  our  ten^year^ 
olds  could  knock  spots  out  of  your  twelve^year^ 
olds/ 

4 1  may  as  well  explain/  said  the  Boy, 4  that  The 
Dove  is  our  "swop"  officer.  He's  an  untamed 
Huskie  from  Nootka  Sound  when  he's  at  home. 
An  I.G.  Corps  exchanges  one  officer  every  two 
years  with  a  Canadian  or  Australian  or  African 
Guard  Corps.  We've  had  a  year  of  our  Dove,  an' 
we  shall  be  sorry  to  lose  him.  He  humbles  our 
insular  pride.  Meantime,  Morten,  our  "swop" 
in  Canada,  keeps  the  ferocious  Canuck  humble. 
When  Pij  goes  we  shall  swop  Kyd,  who's  next  on 
the  roster,  for  a  Cornstalk  or  a  Maori.  But  about 
the  education  x  drill.  A  boy  can't  attend  First 
Camp,  as  we  call  it,  till  he  is  a  trained  boy  and 
holds  his  First  Musketry  certificate.  The  Educa^ 
tion  Code  says  he  must  be  fourteen,  and  the  boys 
usually  go  to  First  Camp  at  about  that  age.  Of 
course,  they've  been  to  their  little  private  camps 
and  Boys'  Fresh  Air  Camps  and  public  school 
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picnics  while  they  were  at  school,  but  First  Camp 
is  where  the  young  drafts  all  meet — generally  at 
Aldershot  in  this  part  of  the  world.  First  Camp 
lasts  a  week  or  ten  days,  and  the  boys  are  looked 
over  for  vaccination  and  worked  lightly  in  brigades 
with  lots  of  blank  cartridge.  Second  Camp — 
that's  for  the  fifteen  to  eighteen^year^olds — lasts 
ten  days  or  a  fortnight,  and  that  includes  a  final 
medical  examination.  Men  don't  like  to  be 
chucked  out  on  medical  certificate  much— nowa* 
days.  I  assure  you  Second  Camp,  at  Salisbury, 
say,  is  an  experience  for  a  young  I.G.  Officer, 
We're  told  off  to  'em  in  rotation,  A  wilderness 
of  monkeys  isn't  in  it.  The  kids  are  apt  to  think 
'emselves  soldiers,  and  we  have  to  take  the  edge 
off  'em  with  lots  of  picquet^work  and  night  attacks/ 
4  And  what  happens  after  Second  Camp  ? ' 
'It's  hard  to  explain.  Our  system  is  so 
illogical.  Theoretically,  the  boys  needn't  show 
up  for  the  next  three  or  four  years  after  Second 
Camp,  They  are  supposed  to  be  making  their 
way  in  life.  Actually,  the  young  doctor  or 
lawyer  or  engineer  joins  a  Volunteer  battalion 
that  sticks  to  the  minimum  of  camp — ten  days 
per  annum.  That  gives  him  a  holiday  in  the 
open  air,  and  now  that  men  have  taken  to  endow- 
ing  their  Volunteer  drill-halls  with  baths  and 
libraries  he  finds,  if  he  can't  run  to  a  Club,  that 
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his  own  drill-hall  is  an  efficient  substitute.  He 
meets  men  there  who'll  be  useful  to  him  later,  and 
he  keeps  himself  in  touch  with  what's  going  on 
while  he's  studying  for  his  profession.  The 
town-birds — such  as  the  chemist's  assistant,  clerk, 
plumber,  mechanic,  electrician,  and  so  forth — 
generally  put  in  for  their  town  Volunteer  corps 
as  soon  as  they  begin  to  walk  out  with  the  girls. 
They  like  takin'  their  true-loves  to  our  restaurants. 
Look  yonder!'  I  followed  his  gaze,  and  saw 
across  the  room  a  man  and  a  maid  at  a  far  table, 
forgetting  in  each  other's  eyes  the  good  food  on 
their  plates. 

4  So  it  is,'  said  I*    4  Go  ahead/ 

'Then,  too,  we  have  some  town  Volunteer 
corps  that  lay  themselves  out  to  attract  promising 
youths  of  nineteen  or  twenty,  and  make  much 
of  'em  on  condition  that  they  join  their  Line 
battalion  and  play  for  their  county.  Under  the 
new  county  qualifications — birth  or  three  years' 
residence  —  that  means  a  great  deal  in  League 
matches,  and  the  same  in  County  cricket.' 

'By  Jove,  that's  a  good  notion,'  I  cried. 
4  Who  invented  it  ? ' 

4  C.  B.  Fry — long  ago.  He  said,  in  his  paper, 
that  County  cricket  and  County  volunteering  ought 
to  be  on  the  same  footing — unpaid  and  genuine. 
44  No  cricketer  no  corps.  No  corps  no  cricketer  " 
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was  his  watchword.  There  was  a  row  among 
the  pro's  at  first,  but  C.  B.  won,  and  later  the 
League  had  to  come  in.  They  said  at  first  it 
would  ruin  the  gate ;  but  when  County  matches 
began  to  be  pukka  county,  plus  inter*regimental, 
affairs  the  gate  trebled,  and  as  two  *  thirds  of 
the  gate  goes  to  the  regiments  supplying  the 
teams  some  Volunteer  corps  fairly  wallow  in 
cash.  It's  all  unofficial,  of  course,  but  League 
Corps,  as  they  call  'em,  can  take  their  pick  of 
the  Second  Camper.  Some  corps  ask  ten  guineas 
entrance^fee,  and  get  it  too,  from  the  young 
bloods  that  want  to  shine  in  the  arena.  I  told 
you  we  catered  for  all  tastes.  Now,  as  regards 
the  Line  proper,  I  believe  the  young  artisan  and 
mechanic  puts  in  for  that  before  he  marries.  He 
likes  the  two  months'  "heef "  in  his  first  year, 
and  five  bob  a  week  is  something  to  go  on  with 
between  times.' 

'Do  they  follow  their  trade  while  they're  in 
the  Line  ? '  I  demanded. 

'Why  not?  How  many  well* paid  artisans 
work  more  than  four  days  a  week  anyhow? 
Remember  a  Linesman  hasn't  to  be  drilled  in  your 
sense  of  the  word.  He  must  have  had  at  least 
eight  years'  grounding  in  that,  as  well  as  two  or 
three  years  in  his  Volunteer  battalion.  He  can 
sleep  where  he  pleases.  He  can't  leave  town* 
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limits  without  reporting  himself,  of  course,  but 
he  can  get  leave  if  he  wants  it.  He's  on  duty 
two  days  in  the  week  as  a  rule,  and  he's  liable 
to  be  invited  out  for  garrison  duty  down  the 
Mediterranean,  but  his  benefit  societies  will  insure 
him  against  that.  I'll  tell  you  about  that  later. 
If  it's  a  hard  winter  and  trade's  slack,  a  lot  of  the 
bachelors  are  taken  into  the  I.G.  barracks  (while 
the  I.G.  is  out  on  the  "heef")  for  theoretical 
instruction.  Oh,  I  assure  you  the  Line  hasn't  half 
a  bad  time  of  it/ 

4 Amazing!'  I  murmured.  'And  what  about 
the  others  ? ' 

'The  Volunteers?  Observe  the  beauty  of  our 
system.  We're  a  free  people.  We  get  up  and 
slay  the  man  who  says  we  aren't.  But  as  a  little 
detail  we  never  mention,  if  we  don't  volunteer  in 
some  corps  or  another — as  combatants  if  we're  fit, 
as  non-combatants  if  we  ain't — till  we're  thirty- 
five — we  don't  vote,  and  we  don't  get  poor-relief, 
and  the  women  don't  love  us/ 

'  Oh,  that's  the  compulsion  of  it  ? '  said  I. 

Bayley  inclined  his  head  gravely.  'That,  Sir, 
is  the  compulsion.  We  voted  the  legal  part  of 
it  ourselves  in  a  fit  of  panic,  and  we  have  not 
yet  rescinded  our  resolution  !  The  women  attend 
to  the  unofficial  penalties.  But  being  free  British 
citizens — 
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4  And  snobs/  put  in  Pigeon, 

'The  point  is  well  taken,  Pij  —  we  have 
supplied  ourselves  with  every  sort  and  shape  and 
make  of  Volunteer  corps  that  you  can  imagine, 
and  we've  mixed  the  whole  show  up  with  our 
Oddfellows  and  our  LO.G.T/s  and  our  Buffaloes, 
and  our  Burkes  and  our  Debretts,  not  to  mention 
Leagues  and  Athletic  Clubs,  till  you  can't  tell 
t'other  from  which.  You  remember  the  young 
pup  who  used  to  look  on  soldiering  as  a  favour 
done  to  his  ungrateful  country — the  gun-poking, 
ferret'pettin',  landed  gentleman's  offspring — the 
suckin'  Facey  Romford  ?  Well,  he  generally  joins 
a  Foreign  Service  Corps  when  he  leaves  college/ 

'  Can  Volunteers  go  foreign  then  ? f 

4  Can't  they  just,  if  their  C.O.  or  his  wife  has 
influence  I  The  Armity  will  always  send  a  well* 
connected  F.S.  corps  out  to  help  a  Guard  battalion 
in  a  small  campaign.  Otherwise  F.S.  corps  make 
their  own  arrangements  about  camps.  You  see, 
the  Military  Areas  are  always  open.  They  can 
44  heef  "  there  (and  gamble  on  head-money)  as  long 
as  their  finances  run  to  it ;  or  they  can  apply  to 
do  sea-time  in  the  ships.  It's  a  cheap  way  for  a 
young  man  to  see  the  world,  and  if  he's  any  good 
he  can  try  to  get  into  the  Guard  later/ 

'The  main  point/  said  Pigeon,  'is  that  F.S. 
corps  are  "swagger" — the  correct  thing.  It  'ud 
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never  do  to  be  drawn  for  the  Militia,  don't  you 
know/  he  drawled,  trying  to  render  the  English 
voice* 

4  That's  what  happens  to  a  chap  who  doesn't 
volunteer/  said  Bayley.  4  Well,  after  the  F.S*  corps 
(we've  about  forty  of  'em)  come  our  territorial 
Volunteer  battalions,  and  a  man  who  can't  suit 
himself  somewhere  among  'em  must  be  a  shade 
difficult*  We've  got  those  "  League  "  corps  I  was 
talking  about ;  and  those  studious  corps  that  just 
scrape  through  their  ten  days'  camp;  and  we've 
crack  corps  of  highly  ^  paid  mechanics  who  can 
afford  a  two  months'  "heef"  in  an  interesting 
Area  every  other  year;  and  we've  senior  and  junior 
scientific  corps  of  earnest  boilermakers  and  fitters 
and  engineers  who  read  papers  on  high  explosives, 
and  do  their  "heefing"  in  a  wet  picket' boat  — 
mine^droppin' — at  the  ports.  Then  we've  heavy 
artillery — recruited  from  the  big  manufacturing 
towns  and  shipbuilding  yards — and  ferocious  hard' 
ridin'  Yeomanry  (they  can  ride — now),  genteel, 
semi'genteel,  and  Hooligan  corps,  and  so  on  and  so 
forth  till  you  come  to  the  Home  Defence  Establish^ 
ment — the  young  chaps  knocked  out  under  medical 
certificate  at  the  Second  Camp,  but  good  enough 
to  sit  behind  hedges  or  clean  up  camp,  and  the 
old  was-birds  who've  served  their  time  but  don't 
care  to  drop  out  of  the  fun  of  the  yearly  camps 
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and  the  halls.  They  call  'emselves  veterans  and 
do  fancy-shooting  at  Bisley,  but,  between  you  and 
me,  they're  mostly  Fresh  Air  Benefit  Clubs.  They 
contribute  to  the  Volunteer  journals  and  tell  the 
Guard  that  it's  no  good.  But  I  like  'em.  I  shall 
be  one  of  'em  some  day — a  copper-nosed  was-bird! 
...  So  you  see  we're  mixed  to  a  degree  on  the 
Volunteer  side.' 

4  It  sounds  that  way,'  I  ventured. 

4  You've  overdone  it,  Bayley,'  said  Devine. 
4  You've  missed  our  one  strong  point.'  He  turned 
to  me  and  continued:  'It's  embarkation.  The 
Volunteers  may  be  as  mixed  as  the  Colonel  says, 
but  they  are  trained  to  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships. 
You  ought  to  see  a  big  Bank  Holiday  rollout ! 
We  suspend  most  of  the  usual  railway  traffic  and 
turn  on  the  military  time-table — say  on  Friday  at 
midnight.  By  4  a.m.  the  trains  are  running  from 
every  big  centre  in  England  to  the  nearest  port  at 
two  *  minute  intervals.  As  a  rule,  the  Armity 
meets  us  at  the  other  end  with  shipping  of  sorts 
— fleet  *  reserves  or  regular  men-of-war  or  hulks 
— anything  you  can  stick  a  gang-plank  to.  We 
pile  the  men  on  to  the  troop -decks,  stack  the 
rifles  in  the  racks,  send  down  the  sea-kit,  steam 
about  for  a  few  hours,  and  land  'em  somewhere. 
It's  a  good  notion,  because  our  army  to  be  any  use 
must  be  an  army  of  embarkation.  Why,  last  Whit 
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Monday  we  had — how  many  were  down  at  the 
dock^edge  in  the  first  eight  hours  ?  Kyd,  you're 
the  Volunteer  enthusiast  last  from  school/ 

'In  the  first  ten  hours  over  a  hundred  and 
eighteen  thousand/  said  Kyd  across  the  table, 
4  with  thirty  -six  thousand  actually  put  in  and  taken 
out  of  ship.  In  the  whole  thirty^six  hours  we 
had  close  on  ninety  thousand  men  on  the  water 
and  a  hundred  and  thirty^three  thousand  on  the 
quays  fallen  in  with  their  sea^kit/ 

'  That  must  have  been  a  sight/  I  said* 

'One  didn't  notice  it  much.  It  was  scattered 
between  Chatham.  Dover.  Portsmouth.  Plymouth, 
Bristol,  Liverpool,  and  so  on,  merely  to  give  the 
inland  men  a  chance  to  get  rid  of  their  break* 
fasts.  We  don't  like  to  concentrate  and  try  a 
big  embarkation  at  any  one  point.  It  makes 
the  Continent  jumpy.  Otherwise/  said  Kyd,  4 1 
believe  we  could  get  two  hundred  thousand  men, 
with  their  kits,  away  on  one  tide/ 

4  What  d'you  want  with  so  many  ? '  I  asked. 

4  We  don't  want  one  of  'em  ;  but  the  Continent 
used  to  point  out,  every  time  relations  were  strained, 
that  nothing  would  be  easier  than  to  raid  England 
if  they  got  command  of  the  sea  for  a  week. 
After  a  few  years  some  genius  discovered  that  it 
cut  both  ways,  an'  there  was  no  reason  why  we,  who 
are  supposed  to  command  the  sea  and  own  a  few 
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ships,  should  not  organise  our  little  raids  in  case  of 
need*  The  notion  caught  on  among  the  Volunteers 
—they  were  getting  rather  sick  of  manoeuvres  on 
dry  land  —  and  since  then  we  haven't  heard  so 
much  about  raids  from  the  Continent/  said  Bayley. 
'It's  the  offensive-defensive/  said  Verschoyle, 
4  that  they  talk  so  much  about.  We  learned  it  all 
from  the  Continent — bless  'em!  They  insisted 


on  it  so/ 


4  No,  we  learned  it  from  the  Fleet/  said  Devine. 
'The  Mediterranean  Fleet  landed  ten  thousand 
marines  and  sailors,  with  guns,  in  twenty  minutes 
once  at  manoeuvres.  That  was  long  ago.  I've 
seen  the  Fleet  Reserve,  and  a  few  paddle-steamers 
hired  for  the  day,  land  twenty  -  five  thousand 
Volunteers  at  Bantry  in  four  hours — half  the  men 
sea-sick  too.  You've  no  notion  what  a  difference 
that  sort  of  manoeuvre  makes  in  the  calculations 
of  our  friends  on  the  mainland.  The  Continent 
knows  what  invasion  means.  It's  like  dealing 
with  a  man  whose  nerve  has  been  shaken.  It 
doesn't  cost  much  after  all,  and  it  makes  us  better 
friends  with  the  great  European  family.  We're 
as  thick  as  thieves  now/ 

'Where  does  the  Imperial  Guard  come  in  in 
all  this  gorgeousness  ? '  I  asked.  '  You're  unusual 
modest  about  yourselves/ 

4  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we're  supposed  to  go  out 
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and  stay  out.  We're  the  permanently  mobilised 
lot,  I  don't  think  there  are  more  than  eight 
I.G.  battalions  in  England  now.  We're  a  hundred 
battalions  all  told.  Mostly  on  the  "heef"  in 
India,  Africa,  and  so  forth.' 

'A  hundred  thousand.  Isn't  that  small  allow^ 
ance  ? '  I  suggested, 

'You  think  so?  One  hundred  thousand  men, 
without  a  single  case  of  venereal,  and  an  average 
sick  list  of  two  per  cent,  permanently  on  a  war 
footing?  Well,  perhaps  you're  right,  but  it's  a 
useful  little  force  to  begin  with  while  the  others 
are  getting  ready*  There's  the  native  Indian 
Army  also,  which  isn't  a  broken  reed,  and,  since 
44  no  Volunteer  no  Vote "  is  the  rule  throughout 
the  Empire,  you  will  find  a  few  men  in  Canada, 
Australia,  and  elsewhere,  that  are  fairly  hefty  in 
their  class,' 

4  But  a  hundred  thousand  isn't  enough  for 
garrison  duty,'  I  persisted, 

4  A  hundred  thousand  sound  men,  not  sick  boys, 
go  quite  a  way,'  said  Pigeon, 

'We  expect  the  Line  to  garrison  the  Medi' 
terranean  Ports  and  thereabouts,'  said  Bayley. 
4  Don't  sneer  at  the  mechanic.  He's  deuced  good 
stuff.  He  isn't  rudely  ordered  out,  because  this 
ain't  a  military  despotism,  and  we  have  to  consider 
people's  feelings.  The  Armity  usually  brackets 
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three  Line  regiments  together,  and  calls  for  men  for 
six  months  or  a  year  for  Malta,  Gib,  or  elsewhere, 
at  a  bob  a  day.  Three  battalions  will  give  you 
nearly  a  whole  battalion  of  bachelors  between 
'em.  You  fill  up  deficiencies  with  a  call  on  the 
territorial  Volunteer  battalion,  and  away  you  go 
with  what  we  call  a  Ports  battalion.  What's 
astonishing  in  that?  Remember  that  in  this 
country,  where  fifty  per  cent  of  the  able-bodied 
males  have  got  a  pretty  fair  notion  of  soldiering, 
and,  which  is  more,  have  all  camped  out  in  the 
open,  you  wake  up  the  spirit  of  adventure  in  the 
young/ 

'Not  much  adventure  at  Malta,  Gib,  or 
Cyprus/  I  retorted*  '  Don't  they  get  sick  of  it  ? ' 

4  But  you  don't  realise  that  we  treat  'em  rather 
differently  from  the  soldier  of  the  past*  You 
ought  to  go  and  see  a  Ports  battalion  drawn  from 
a  manufacturing  centre  growin'  vines  in  Cyprus  in 
its  shirt  sleeves ;  and  at  Gib,  and  Malta,  of  course, 
the  battalions  are  working  with  the  Fleet  half  the 
time/ 

*  It  seems  to  me/  I  said  angrily,  4  you  are 
knocking  esprit  de  corps  on  the  head  with  all  this 
ArmyxNavy  jumble.  It's  as  bad  as — 

4 1  know  what  you're  going  to  say.  As  bad  as 
what  Kitchener  used  to  do  when  he  believed  that 
a  thousand  details  picked  up  on  the  veldt  were  as 
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good  as  a  column  of  two  regiments.  In  the  old 
days,  when  drill  was  a  sort  of  holy  sacred  art 
learned  in  old  age,  you'd  be  quite  right.  But 
remember  our  chaps  are  broke  to  drill  from  child' 
hood,  and  the  theory  we  work  on  is  that  a  thousand 
trained  Englishmen  ought  to  be  about  as  good 
as  another  thousand  trained  Englishmen,  We've 
enlarged  our  horizon,  that's  all.  Some  day  the 
Army  and  the  Navy  will  be  interchangeable/ 

'You've  enlarged  it  enough  to  fall  out  of,  I 
think.  Now  where  in  all  this  mess  of  compulsory 
Volunteers ? ' 

4  My  dear  boy,  there's  no  compulsion*  You've 
got  to  be  drilled  when  you're  a  child,  same  as 
you've  got  to  learn  to  read;  and  if  you  don't 
pretend  to  serve  in  some  corps  or  other  till  you're 
thirty'five  or  medically  chucked,  you  rank  with 
lunatics,  women,  and  minors.  That's  fair  enough,' 

4  Compulsory  conscripts,'  I  continued.  *  Where, 
as  I  was  going  to  say,  does  the  Militia  come  in  ? ' 

4  As  I  have  said — for  the  men  who  can't  afford 
volunteering.  The  Militia  is  recruited  by  ballot 
—  pretty  comprehensively  too.  Volunteers  are 
exempt,  but  most  men  not  otherwise  accounted 
for  are  bagged  by  the  Militia.  They  have  to  put 
in  a  minimum  three  weeks'  camp  every  other  year, 
and  they  get  fifteen  bob  a  week  and  their  keep 
when  they're  at  it,  and  some  sort  of  a  yearly  fee, 

64 


THE  ARMY  OF  A  DREAM 

I've  forgotten  how  much*  'Tisn't  a  showy  service, 
but  it's  very  useful*  It  keeps  the  mass  of  the  men 
between  twenty^five,  say.  and  thirty^five  moder^ 
ately  fit*  and  gives  the  Armity  an  excuse  for  having 
more  equipment  ready — in  case  of  emergencies/ 

4 1  don't  think  you're  quite  fair  on  the  Militia/ 
drawled  Verschoyle*  4  They're  better  than  we 
give  'em  credit  for*  Don't  you  remember  the 
Middle  Moor  Collieries  strike  ? ' 

4  Tell  me/  I  said  quickly.  Evidently  the  others 
knew, 

'We^ell,  it  was  no  end  of  a  pitmen's  strike 
about  eight  years  ago*  There  were  twenty^five 
thousand  men  involved — Militia,  of  course.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  month — October — when  things 
were  looking  rather  blue,  one  of  those  clever 
Labour  leaders  got  hold  of  the  Militia  Act  and 
discovered  that  any  Militia  regiment  could,  by  a 
two'thirds  vote,  go  on  44  heef  "  in  a  Military  Area 
in  addition  to  its  usual  biennial  camp.  Two^and' 
twenty  battalions  of  Geordies  solemnly  applied, 
and  they  were  turned  loose  into  the  Irish  and 
Scotch  Areas  under  an  LG»  Brigadier  who  had 
private  instructions  to  knock  clinkers  out  of  'em* 
But  the  pitman  is  a  strong  and  agile  bird*  He 
throve  on  snowdrifts  and  entrenching  and  draggin' 
guns  through  heather*  He  was  being  fed  and 
clothed  for  nothing,  besides  having  a  chance  of 
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making  head'money,  and  his  strike^pay  was  going 
clear  to  his  wife  and  family*  You  see?  Wily 
man.  But  wachtabittje !  When  that  "heef" 
finished  in  December  the  strike  was  still  on.  Then 
that  same  Labour  leader  found  out,  from  the  same 
Act,  that  if  at  any  time  more  than  thirty  or  forty 
men  of  a  Militia  regiment  wished  to  volunteer  to 
do  seaxtime  and  study  big  guns  in  the  Fleet  they 
were  in  no  wise  to  be  discouraged,  but  were  to  be 
taken  on  as  opportunity  offered  and  paid  a  bob  a 
day.  Accordingly,  about  January,  Geordie  began 
volunteering  for  sea 'time  —  seven  and  eight 
hundred  men  out  of  each  regiment*  Anyhow  it 
made  up  ,  seventeen  thousand  men !  It  was  a 
splendid  chance  and  the  Armity  jumped  at  it. 
The  Home  and  Channel  Fleets  and  the  North  Sea 
and  Cruiser  Squadrons  were  strengthened  with 
lame  ducks  from  the  Fleet  Reserve,  and  between 
'em  with  a  little  stretching  and  pushing  they 
accommodated  all  of  that  young  division/ 

4  Yes,  but  you've  forgotten  how  we  lied  to  the 
Continent  about  it.  All  Europe  wanted  to  know 
what  the  dooce  we  were  at/  said  Boy  Bayley,  *  and 
the  wretched  Cabinet  had  to  stump  the  country 
in  the  depths  of  winter  explaining  our  new  system 
of  poorxrelief.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Verschoyle/ 

'The  Armity  improvised  naval  manoeuvres 
between  Gib  and  Land's  End,  with  frequent 
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coalings  and  landings ;  ending  in  a  cruise  round 
England  that  fairly  paralysed  the  pitmen  .  The 
first  day  out  they  wanted  the  Fleet  stopped  while 
they  went  ashore  and  killed  their  Labour  leader, 
but  they  couldn't  be  obliged.  Then  they  wanted 
to  mutiny  over  the  coaling — it  was  too  like  their 
own  job*  Oh,  they  had  a  lordly  time !  They 
came  back — the  combined  Fleets  anchored  off 
Hull— with  a  nautical  hitch  to  their  breeches* 
They'd  had  a  free  fight  at  Gib  with  the  Ports 
battalion  there;  they  cleared  out  the  town  of 
Lagos;  and  they'd  fought  a  pitched  battle  with 
the  dockyard'mateys  at  Devonport.  So  they'd 
done  'emselves  well,  but  they  didn't  want  any 
more  military  life  for  a  bit/ 

'  And  the  strike  ? ' 

*  That  ended,  all  right  enough,  when  the  strike* 
money  came  to  an  end*  The  pit  Downers  were 
furious*  They  said  the  Armity  had  wilfully  pro* 
longed  the  strike,  and  asked  questions  in  the 
House.  The  Armity  said  that  they  had  taken 
advantage  of  the  crisis  to  put  a  six  months'  polish 
on  fifteen  thousand  fine  young  men,  and  if  the 
masters  cared  to  come  out  on  the  same  terms 
they'd  be  happy  to  do  the  same  by  them.' 

4 And  then?' 

4  Palaver  done  set/  said  Bayley.  '  Everybody 
laughed.' 
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'I  don't  quite  understand  about  this  sea-time 
business/  I  said,  *  Is  the  Fleet  open  to  take  any 
regiment  aboard  ? ' 

4  Rather,  The  I.G.  must,  the  Line  can,  the 
Militia  may,  and  the  Volunteers  do  put  in  sea- 
time.  The  Coast  Volunteers  began  it,  and  the 
fashion  is  spreading  inland.  Under  certain  cir* 
cumstances,  as  Verschoyle  told  you,  a  Volunteer 
or  Militia  regiment  can  vote  whether  it  "heefs" 
wet  or  dry.  If  it  votes  wet  and  has  influence 
(like  some  F.S,  corps),  it  can  sneak  into  the  Channel 
or  the  Home  Fleet  and  do  a  cruise  round  England 
or  to  Madeira  or  the  North  Sea.  The  regiment, 
of  course,  is  distributed  among  the  ships,  and 
the  Fleet  dry-nurse  'em.  It  rather  breaks  up  shore 
discipline,  but  it  gives  the  inland  men  a  bit  of 
experience  and,  of  course,  it  gives  us  a  fairish 
supply  of  men  behind  the  gun,  in  event  of  any 
strain  on  the  Fleet,  Some  coast  corps  make  a 
speciality  of  it,  and  compete  for  embarking  and 
disembarking  records,  I  believe  some  of  the 
Tyneside  engineerin'  corps  put  ten  per  cent  of 
their  men  through  the  Fleet  engine-rooms.  But 
there's  no  need  to  stay  talking  here  all  the  after- 
noon. Come  and  see  the  LG.  in  his  lair— the 
miserable  conscript  driven  up  to  the  colours  at 
the  point  of  the  bayonet/ 
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THE  great  hall  was  emptying  apace  as  the 
clocks  struck  two,  and  we  passed  out 
through  double  doors  into  a  huge  reading 
and  smoking  room,  blue  with  tobacco  and 
buzzing  with  voices* 

'We're  quieter  as  a  rule/  said  the  Boy*  'But 
we're  filling  up  vacancies  to-day.  Hence  the 
anxious  faces  of  the  Line  and  Militia.  Look!' 
There  were  four  tables  against  the  walls,  and  at 
each  stood  a  crowd  of  uniforms.  The  centres  of 
disturbance  were  non-commissioned  officers  who, 
seated,  growled  and  wrote  down  names* 

'Come  to  my  table/  said  Burgard*  'Well, 
Purvis,  have  you  ear-marked  our  little  lot  ? ' 

'I've  been  tellin'  'em  for  the  last  hour  we've 
only  twenty-three  vacancies/  was  the  sergeant's 
answer*  'I've  taken  nearly  fifty  for  Trials,  and 
this  is  what's  left.'  Burgard  smiled* 

'  I'm  very  sorry/  he  said  to  the  crowd, '  but 
C  Company's  full.' 
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'Excuse  me,  Sir/  said  a  man,  'but  wouldn't 
sea-time  count  in  my  favour  ?  I've  put  in  three 
months  with  the  Fleet*  Small  quick-firers,  Sir? 
Company  guns  ?  Any  sort  of  light  machinery  ? ' 

'  Come  away/  said  a  voice  behind,  '  They've 
chucked  the  best  farrier  between  Hull  and  Dews- 
bury,  'Think  they'll  take  you  an'  your  potty 
quick-firers  ? ' 

The  speaker  turned  on  his  heel  and  swore. 

'Oh,  damn  the  Guard,  by  all  means/  said 
Sergeant  Purvis,  collecting  his  papers.  'D'you 
suppose  it's  any  pleasure  to  me  to  reject  chaps  of 
your  build  and  make  ?  Vote  us  a  second  Guard 
battalion  and  we'll  accommodate  you.  Now,  you 
can  come  into  Schools  and  watch  Trials  if  you 
like.' 

Most  of  the  men  accepted  his  invitation,  but  a 
few  walked  away  angrily.  I  followed  from  the 
smoking-room  across  a  wide  corridor  into  a  riding- 
school,  under  whose  roof  the  voices  of  the  few 
hundred  assembled  wandered  in  lost  echoes. 

'I'll  leave  you,  if  you  don't  mind/  said  Bur- 
gard.  '  Company  officers  aren't  supposed  to  assist 
at  these  games.  Here,  Matthews!'  He  called 
to  a  private  and  put  me  in  his  charge. 

In  the  centre  of  the  vast  floor  my  astonished 
eyes  beheld  a  group  of  stripped  men;  the  pink 
of  their  bodies  startling  the  tan. 
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4  These  are  our  crowd/  said  Matthews. 
'They've  been  vetted,  an'  we're  putting  'em 
through  their  paces/ 

'They  don't  look  a  bit  like  raw  material/  I 
said. 

'  No,  we  don't  use  either  raw  men  or  raw  meat 
for  that  matter  in  the  Guard/  Matthews  replied. 
4  Life's  too  short/ 

Purvis  stepped  forward  and  barked  in  the  pro- 
fessional manner.  It  was  physical  drill  of  the 
most  searching,  checked  only  when  he  laid  his 
hand  over  some  man's  heart. 

Six  or  seven,  I  noticed,  were  sent  back  at  this 
stage  of  the  game.  Then  a  cry  went  up  from  a 
group  of  privates  standing  near  the  line  of  con* 
torted  figures.  4  White,  Purvis,  white !  Number 
Nine  is  spitting  white  1 ' 

4 1  know  it/  said  Purvis.    4  Don't  you  worry/ 

'Unfair!'  murmured  the  man  who  understood 
quick-firers.  4  If  I  couldn't  shape  better  than  that 
I'd  hire  myself  out  to  wheel  a  perambulator.  He's 
cooked/ 

4  Nah/  said  the  intent  Matthews.  4  He'll  answer 
to  a  month's  training  like  a  horse.  It's  only  suet. 
You've  been  training  for  this,  haven't  you  ? ' 

4  Look  at  me/  said  the  man  simply* 

'Yes.  You're  overtrained/  was  Matthews' 
comment.  '  The  Guard  isn't  a  circus/ 
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'Guns!'  roared  Purvis,  as  the  men  broke  off 
and  panted.  4  Number  off  from  the  right  Four* 
teen  is  one,  three  is  two,  eleven's  three,  twenty 
and  thirty-nine  are  four  and  five,  and  five  is  six*' 
He  was  giving  them  their  numbers  at  the  guns 
as  they  struggled  into  their  uniforms*  In  like 
manner  he  told  off  three  other  guncrews,  and  the 
remainder  left  at  the  double,  to  return  through 
the  farther  doors  with  four  light  quick-firers  jerk- 
ing  at  the  end  of  man-ropes* 

4 Knock  down  and  assemble  against  time!' 
Purvis  called* 

The  audience  closed  in  a  little  as  the  crews 
flung  themselves  on  the  guns,  which  melted,  wheel 
by  wheel,  beneath  their  touch. 

4  I've  never  seen  anything  like  this/  I  whispered, 

'Huh!'  said  Matthews  scornfully.  'They're 
always  doin'  it  in  the  Line  and  Militia  drill  halls. 
It's  only  circus-work.' 

The  guns  were  assembled  again  and  some  one 
called  the  time.  Then  followed  ten  minutes  of 
the  quickest  feeding  and  firing  with  dummy  cart- 
ridges that  was  ever  given  man  to  behold. 

4  They  look  as  if  they  might  amount  to  some- 
thing— this  draft,'  said  Matthews  softly. 

'  What  might  you  teach  'em  after  this,  then  ? ' 
I  asked. 

4  To  be  Guard,'  said  Matthews* 
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4  Spurs !  *  cried  Purvis,  as  the  guns  disappeared 
through  the  doors  into  the  stables*  Each  man 
plucked  at  his  sleeve,  and  drew  up  first  one  heel 
and  then  the  other, 

'  What  the  deuce  are  they  doing  ? '  I  said* 

'  This/  said  Matthews*  He  put  his  hand  to  a 
ticket  *  pocket  inside  his  regulation  cuff*  showed 
me  two  very  small  black  boxxspurs :  drawing  up 
a  gaitered  foot  he  snapped  them  into  the  box  in 
the  heel*  and  when  I  had  inspected  snapped  them 
out  again, 

4  That's  all  the  spur  you  really  need/  he  said. 

Then  horses  were  trotted  out  into  the  school 
barebacked,  and  the  neophytes  were  told  to  ride. 

Evidently  the  beasts  knew  the  game  and  en* 
joyed  it,  for  they  would  not  make  it  easy  for  the 
men. 

A  heap  of  saddlery  was  thrown  in  a  corner,  and 
from  this  each  man.  as  he  captured  his  mount, 
made  shift  to  draw  proper  equipment*  while  the 
audience  laughed*  derided,  or  called  the  horses 
towards  them. 

It  was.  most  literally,  wild  horseplay*  and  by 
the  time  it  was  finished  the  recruits  and  the  com* 
pany  were  weak  with  fatigue  and  laughter. 

*  That'll  do/  said  Purvis,  while  the  men  rocked 
in  their  saddles,  '  I  don't  see  any  particular  odds 
between  any  of  you,  C  Company !  Does 
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body  here  know  anything  against  any  of  these 
men?' 

4  That's  a  bit  of  the  Regulations/  Matthews 
whispered*  'Just  like  forbiddin'  the  banns  in 
church*  Really  it  was  all  settled  long  ago  when 
the  names  first  came  up*' 

There  was  no  answer* 

4  You'll  take  'em  as  they  stand?' 

There  was  a  grunt  of  assent* 

4  Very  good*  There's  forty  men  for  twenty' 
three  billets*'  He  turned  to  the  sweating  horse* 
men.  4 1  must  put  you  into  the  Hat*' 

With  great  ceremony  and  a  shower  of  company 
jokes  that  I  did  not  follow*  an  enormous  Ally 
Sloper  top'hat  was  produced*  into  which  numbers 
and  blanks  were  dropped*  and  the  whole  was 
handed  round  to  the  riders  by  a  private*  evidently 
the  joker  of  C  Company. 

Matthews  gave  me  to  understand  that  each 
company  owned  a  cherished  receptacle  (sometimes 
not  a  respectable  one)  for  the  papers  of  the 
final  drawing.  He  was  telling  me  how  his  conv 
pany  had  once  stolen  the  Sacred  Article  used  by 
D  Company  for  this  purpose  and  of  the  riot  that 
followed*  when  through  the  west  door  of  the 
schools  entered  a  fresh  detachment  of  stripped 
men.  and  the  arena  was  flooded  with  another 
company. 
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Said  Matthews  as  we  withdrew,  'Each  com- 
pany does  Trials  their  own  way,  B  Company 
is  all  for  teaching  men  how  to  cook  and  camp. 
D  Company  keeps  'em  to  horse  -  work  mostly, 
We  call  D  the  circus '  riders  and  B  the  cooks. 
They  call  us  the  gunners/ 

'An'  you've  rejected  me!  said  the  man  who 
had  done  sea-time,  pushing  out  before  us.  4  The 
Army's  goin'  to  the  dogs ! ' 

I  stood  in  the  corridor  looking  for  Burgard. 

4  Come  up  to  my  room  and  have  a  smoke/  said 
Matthews,  Private  of  the  Imperial  Guard. 

We  climbed  two  flights  of  stone  stairs  ere  we 
reached  an  immense  landing  flanked  with  num- 
bered  doors.  Matthews  pressed  a  spring  *  latch 
and  led  me  into  a  little  cabin-like  room.  The  cot 
was  a  standing  bunk,  with  drawers  beneath.  On 
the  bed  lay  a  brilliant  blanket ;  by  the  bed  head 
was  an  electric  light  and  a  shelf  of  books ;  a  writ' 
ing  table  stood  in  the  window,  and  I  dropped  into 
a  low  wicker  chair. 

'This  is  a  cut  above  subaltern's  quarters/  I 
said,  surveying  the  photos,  the  dhurri  on  the  floor, 
the  rifle  in  its  rack,  the  field-kit  hung  up  behind 
the  door,  and  the  knicknacks  on  the  walls. 

4  The  Line  bachelors  use  'em  while  we're  away ; 
but  they're  nice  to  come  back  to  after  "heef/" 
Matthews  passed  me  his  cigarette-case. 
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4  Where  have  you  "  heefed  "  ? '  I  said. 

4  In  Scotland,  Central  Australia,  and  North' 
Eastern  Rhodesia  and  the  North* West  Indian 
front/ 

4  What's  your  service  ? ' 

'Four  years*  I'll  have  to  go  in  a  year*  I 
got  in  when  I  was  twenty*two — by  a  fluke — from 
the  Militia  direct — on  Trials/ 

'  Trials  like  those  we  just  saw  ? ' 

'Not  so  severe.  There  was  less  competition 
then.  I  hoped  to  get  my  stripes,  but  there's  no 
chance/ 

'Why?' 

4 1  haven't  the  knack  of  handling  men.  Purvis 
let  me  have  a  half  ^company  for  a  month  in  Rho* 
desia — over  towards  Lake  Ngami.  I  couldn't 
work  'em  properly.  It's  a  gift/ 

'Do  colour*  sergeants  handle  half  *  companies 
with  you  ? ' 

'  They  can  command  'em  on  the  "  heef."  We've 
only  four  company  officers — Burgard,  Luttrell, 
Kyd,  and  Harrison.  Pigeon's  our  swop,  and  he's 
in  charge  of  the  ponies.  Burgard  got  his  com* 
pany  on  the  "  heef."  You  see  Burgard  had  been 
a  lieutenant  in  the  Line,  but  he  came  into  the 
Guard  on  Trials  like  the  men.  He  could  com* 
mand.  They  tried  him  in  India  with  a  wing  of 
the  battalion  for  three  months.  He  did  well,  so 

76 


THE  ARMY  OF  A  DREAM 

he  got  his  company*  That's  what  made  me  hope- 
ful. But  it's  a  gift,  you  see — managing  men — 
and  so  I'm  only  a  senior  private*  They  let  ten 
per  cent  of  us  stay  on  for  two  years  extra  after 
our  three  are  finished — to  polish  the  others.' 

4  Aren't  you  even  a  corporal  ? ' 

*  We  haven't  corporals,  or  lances  for  that  matter, 
in  the  Guard.  As  a  senior  private  I'd  take  twenty 
men  into  action ;  but  one  Guard  don't  tell  another 
how  to  clean  himself.  You've  learned  that  before 
you  apply.  .  .  .  Gome  in ! ' 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Burgard 
entered,  removing  his  cap. 

4 1  thought  you'd  be  here/  he  said,  as  Matthews 
vacated  the  other  chair  and  sat  on  the  bed.  4  Well, 
has  Matthews  told  you  all  about  it?  How  did 
our  Trials  go,  Matthews  ? ' 

4  Forty  names  in  the  Hat,  Sir,  at  the  finish. 
They'll  make  a  fairish  lot.  Their  gun  *  tricks 
weren't  bad  ;  but  D  Company  has  taken  the  best 
horsemen — as  usual.' 

4  Oh,  I'll  attend  to  that  on  4t  heef."  Give  me  a 
man  who  can  handle  companyxguns  and  I'll  engage 
to  make  him  a  horse-master.  D  Company  will 
end  by  thinkin'  'emselves  Captain  Pigeon's  private 
cavalry  some  day.' 

I  had  never  heard  a  private  and  a  captain 
talking  after  this  fashion,  and  my  face  must 
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have  betrayed  my  astonishment,  for  Burgard 
said : 

4  These  are  not  our  parade  manners.  In  our 
rooms,  as  we  say  in  the  Guard,  all  men  are  men. 
Outside  we  are  officers  and  men/ 

*  I  begin  to  see/  I  stammered.  4  Matthews  was 
telling  me  that  sergeants  handled  half'Companies 
and  rose  from  the  ranks — and  I  don't  see  that 
there  are  any  lieutenants — and  your  companies 
appear  to  be  two  hundred  and  fifty  strong.  It's  a 
shade  confusing  to  the  layman/ 

Burgard  leaned  forward  didactically.  'The 
Regulations  lay  down  that  every  man's  capacity 
for  command  must  be  tested  to  the  uttermost. 
We  construe  that  very  literally  when  we're  on  the 
44  heef."  F'r  instance,  any  man  can  apply  to  take 
the  command  next  above  him,  and  if  a  man's  too 
shy  to  ask,  his  company  officer  must  see  that  he 
gets  his  chance.  A  sergeant  is  given  a  wing  of 
the  battalion  to  play  with  for  three  weeks,  a 
month,  or  six  weeks — according  to  his  capacity, 
and  turned  adrift  in  an  Area  to  make  his  own 
arrangements.  That's  what  Areas  are  for — and  to 
experiment  in.  A  good  gunner — a  private  very 
often — has  all  four  company  *  guns  to  handle 
through  a  week's  fight,  acting  for  the  time  as  the 
major.  Majors  of  Guard  battalions  (Verschoyle's 
our  major)  are  supposed  to  be  responsible  for  the 
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guns,  by  the  way.  There's  nothing  to  prevent 
any  man  who  has  the  gift  working  his  way  up  to 
the  experimental  command  of  the  battalion  on 
44  heef."  Purvis,  my  colour^sergeant,  commanded 
the  battalion  for  three  months  at  the  back  of 
Coolgardie,  an'  very  well  he  did  it,  Bayley  Verted 
to  company  officer  for  the  time  being  an'  took 
Harrison's  company,  and  Harrison  came  over  to 
me  as  my  colour  *  sergeant.  D'you  see?  Well, 
Purvis  is  down  for  a  commission  when  there's  a 
vacancy.  He's  been  thoroughly  tested,  and  we 
all  like  him.  Two  other  sergeants  have  passed 
that  three  months'  trial  in  the  same  way  (just  as 
second  mates  go  up  for  extra  master's  certificate). 
They  have  E.C.  after  their  names  in  the  Army 
List.  That  shows  they're  capable  of  taking  conv 
mand  in  event  of  war.  The  result  of  our  system 
is  that  you  could  knock  out  every  single  officer 
of  a  Guard  battalion  early  in  the  day,  and  the 
wheels  'ud  still  go  forward,  not  merely  round. 
We're  allowed  to  fill  up  half  our  commissioned 
list  from  the  ranks  direct.  Now  d'you  see 
why  there's  such  a  rush  to  get  into  a  Guard 
battalion?' 

4  Indeed  I  do.  Have  you  commanded  the 
regiment  experimentally  ? ' 

'Oh,  time  and  again,'  Burgard  laughed. 
4  We've  all  had  our  E.C.  turn.' 
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4  Doesn't  the  chopping  and  changing  upset  the 
men?' 

4  It  takes  something  to  upset  the  Guard  Be* 
sides,  they're  all  in  the  game  together*  They  give 
each  other  a  fair  show,  you  may  be  sure/ 

4 That's  true/  said  Matthews*  'When  I  went 
to  Ngami  with  my — with  the  halfoompany/  he 
sighed,  *  they  helped  me  all  they  knew.  But  it's  a 
gift — handling  men*  I  found  that  out*' 

'I  know  you  did/  said  Burgard  softly*  'But 
you  found  it  out  in  time*  which  is  the  great  thing, 
You  see/  he  turned  to  me*  'with  our  limited 
strength  we  can't  afford  to  have  a  single  man  who 
isn't  more  than  up  to  any  duty — in  reason*  Don't 
you  be  led  away  by  what  you  saw  at  Trials  just 
now.  The  Volunteers  and  the  Militia  have  all 
the  monkey'tricks  of  the  trade — such  as  mounting 
and  dismounting  guns,  and  making  fancy  scores 
and  doing  record  marches ;  but  they  need  a  lot  of 
working  up  before  they  can  pull  their  weight  in 
the  boat*' 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door*  A  note  was 
handed  in.  Burgard  read  it  and  smiled, 

4  Bayley  wants  to  know  if  you'd  care  to  come 
with  us  to  the  Park  and  see  the  kids*  It's  only  a 
Saturday  afternoon  walk^round  before  the  tax^ 
payer.  .  .  .  Very  good.  If  you'll  press  the  button 
we'll  try  to  do  the  rest.' 
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He  led  me  by  two  flights  of  stairs  up  an  iron 
stairway  that  gave  on  a  platform,  not  unlike  a 
ship's  bridge,  immediately  above  the  barrelled 
glass  roof  of  the  riding-school.  Through  a  ribbed 
ventilator  I  could  see  B  Company  far  below 
watching  some  men  who  chased  sheep.  Burgard 
unlocked  a  glass-fronted  fire-alarm  arrangement 
flanked  with  dials  and  speaking-tubes,  and  bade 
me  press  the  centre  button* 

Next  moment  I  should  have  fallen  through  the 
riding'school  roof  if  he  had  not  caught  me ;  for  the 
huge  building  below  my  feet  thrilled  to  the  multix 
plied  purring  of  electric  bells.  The  men  in  the 
school  vanished  like  minnows  before  a  shadow,  and 
above  the  stamp  of  booted  feet  on  staircases  I 
heard  the  neighing  of  many  horses. 

4  What  in  the  world  have  I  done  ? '  I  gasped. 

4  Turned  out  the  Guard  —  horse,  foot,  and 
guns ! ' 

A  telephone  bell  rang  imperiously.  Burgard 
snatched  up  the  receiver. 

'Yes,  Sir.  .  .  .  IVhat,  Sir.  ...  I  never  heard 
they  said  that/  he  laughed, 4  but  it  would  be  just 
like  'em.  In  an  hour  and  a  half?  Yes,  Sir. 
Opposite  the  Statue  ?  Yes,  Sir/ 

He  turned  to  me  with  a  wink  as  he  hung  up. 

4  Bayley's  playing  up  for  you.  Now  you'll  see 
some  fun/ 
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4  Who's  going  to  catch  it  ? '    I  demanded 

'Only  our  local  Foreign  Service  Corps,  Its 
C.O.  has  been  boasting  that  it's  en  etat  de  partir, 
and  Bayley's  going  to  take  him  at  his  word  and 
have  a  kit^inspection  this  afternoon  in  the  Park. 
I  must  tell  their  drill-hall.  Look  over  yonder 
between  that  brewery  chimney  and  the  mansard 
roof!' 

He  readdressed  himself  to  the  telephone,  and  I 
kept  my  eye  on  the  building  to  the  southward.  A 
Blue  Peter  climbed  up  to  the  top  of  the  flagstaff 
that  crowned  it  and  blew  out  in  the  summer 
breeze.  A  black  storm-cone  followed. 

4  Inspection  for  F.S.  corps  acknowledged,  Sir/ 
said  Burgard  down  the  telephone.  'Now  we'd 
better  go  to  the  riding-school  The  battalion  falls 
in  there.  I  have  to  change,  but  you're  free  of  the 
corps.  Go  anywhere.  Ask  anything.  In  another 
ten  minutes  we're  off/ 

I  lingered  for  a  little  looking  over  the  great 
city,  its  huddle  of  houses  and  the  great  fringe  of 
the  Park,  all  framed  between  the  open  windows  of 
this  dial-dotted  eyrie. 

When  I  descended  the  halls  and  corridors  were 
as  hushed  as  they  had  been  noisy,  and  my  feet 
echoed  down  the  broad  tiled  staircases.  On  the 
third  floor,  Matthews,  gaitered  and  armed,  over* 
took  me  smiling. 
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4 1  thought  you  might  want  a  guide/  said  he. 
4  We've  five  minutes  yet/  and  piloted  me  to  the 
sun^splashed  gloom  of  the  riding^school.  Three 
companies  were  in  close  order  on  the  tan.  They 
moved  out  at  a  whistle,  and  as  I  followed  in  their 
rear  I  was  overtaken  by  Pigeon  on  a  rough  black 
mare* 

4  Wait  a  bit/  he  said,  '  till  the  horses  are  all  out 
of  stables,  and  come  with  us.  D  Company  is  the 
only  mounted  one  just  now.  We  do  it  to  amuse 
the  taxpayer/  he  explained,  above  the  noise  of 
horses  on  the  tan. 

4  Where  are  the  guns  ? '  I  asked,  as  the  mare 
lipped  my  coat'Collar. 

4  Gone  ahead  long  ago.  They  come  out  of 
their  own  door  at  the  back  of  barracks.  We  don't 
haul  guns  through  traffic  more  than  we  can  help. 
.  .  .  If  Belinda  breathes  down  your  neck  smack 
her.  She'll  be  quiet  in  the  streets.  She  loves 
lookin'  into  the  shop*windows/ 

The  mounted  company  clattered  through 
vaulted  concrete  corridors  in  the  wake  of  the  main 
body,  and  filed  out  into  the  crowded  streets. 

When  I  looked  at  the  townsfolk  on  the  pave* 
ment,  or  in  the  double^decked  trams,  I  saw  that 
the  bulk  of  them  saluted,  not  grudgingly  or  of 
necessity,  but  in  a  light 'hearted,  even  flippant 
fashion. 
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4  Those  are  Line  and  Militia  men/  said  Pigeon. 
4  That  old  chap  in  the  top-hat  by  the  lamp'post  is 
an  ex<Guardee.  That's  why  he's  saluting  in  slow 
time.  No,  there's  no  regulation  governing  these 
things,  but  we've  all  fallen  into  the  way  of  it 
somehow.  Steady,  mare ! ' 

4 1  don't  know  whether  I  care  about  this  aggres' 
sive  militarism/  I  began,  when  the  company  halted, 
and  Belinda  almost  knocked  me  down.  Looking 
forward  I  saw  the  badged  cuff  of  a  policeman  up^ 
raised  at  a  crossing,  his  back  towards  us. 

4  Horrid  aggressive,  ain't  we  ? '  said  Pigeon  with 
a  chuckle  when  we  moved  on  again  and  overtook 
the  main  body.  Here  I  caught  the  strains  of  the 
band,  which  Pigeon  told  me  did  not  accompany 
the  battalion  on  'heef/  but  lived  in  barracks  and 
made  much  money  by  playing  at  parties  in  town. 

4  If  we  want  anything  more  than  drums  and 
fifes  on  "  heef  "  we  sing/  said  Pigeon.  *  Singin' 
helps  the  wind.' 

I  rejoiced  to  the  marrow  of  my  bones  thus  to 
be  borne  along  on  billows  of  surging  music  among 
magnificent  men,  in  sunlight,  through  a  crowded 
town  whose  people,  I  could  feel,  regarded  us  with 
comradeship,  affection — and  more. 

'By  Jove/  I  said  at  last,  watching  the  eyes 
about  us, '  these  people  are  looking  us  over  as  if 
we  were  horses.' 
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4  Why  not  ?    They  know  the  game/ 

The  eyes  on  the  pavement,  in  the  trams,  the 
cabs,  at  the  upper  windows,  swept  our  lines  back 
and  forth  with  a  weighed  intensity  of  regard  which 
at  first  seemed  altogether  new  to  me,  till  I  recalled 
just  such  eyes,  a  thousand  of  them,  at  manoeuvres 
in  the  Channel  when  one  crowded  battleship  drew 
past  its  sister  at  biscuiMoss  range.  Then  I  stared 
at  the  ground  overborne  by  those  considering  eyes. 

Suddenly  the  music  changed  to  the  wail  of  the 
Dead  March  in  Saul,  and  once  more — we  were 
crossing  a  large  square — the  regiment  halted, 

'Damn!'  said  Pigeon,  glancing  behind  him  at 
the  mounted  company,  4 1  believe  they  save  up 
their  Saturday  corpses  on  purpose/ 

'  What  is  it?  Masked 

4  A  dead  Volunteer.  We  must  play  him 
through/ 

Again  I  looked  forward  and  saw  the  top  of  a 
hearse,  followed  by  two  mourning  coaches,  boring 
directly  up  the  halted  regiment,  which  opened  out 
company  by  company  to  let  it  through. 

'But  they've  got  the  whole  blessed  square  to 
f  uneralise  in  T  I  exclaimed,  4  Why  don't  they  go 
round  ? ' 

4  Not  so/  Pigeon  replied,  *  In  this  city  it's  the 
Volunteer's  perquisite  to  be  played  through  by 
any  corps  he  happens  to  meet  on  his  way  to  the 
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cemetery.  And  they  make  the  most  of  ft.  You'll 
see/ 

I  heard  the  order,  'Rest  on  your  arms/  run 
before  the  poor  little  procession  as  the  men  opened 
out.  The  driver  pulled  the  black  Flanders  beasts 
into  a  more  than  funeral  crawl,  and  in  the  first 
mourning' coach  I  saw  the  tearful  face  of  a  fat 
woman  (his  mother,  doubtless),  a  handkerchief 
pressed  to  one  eye,  but  the  other  rolling  vigilantly, 
alight  with  proper  pride*  Last  came  a  knot  of 
uniformed  men — privates,  I  took  it — of  the  dead 
one's  corps. 

Said  a  man  in  the  crowd  beside  us  to  the  girl 
on  his  arm, '  There,  Jenny  1  That's  what  I'll  get 
if  I  have  the  luck  to  meet  'em  when  my  time 
comes/ 

4  You  an'  your  luck/  she  snapped.  4  'Ow  can 
you  talk  such  silly  nonsense  ? ' 

4  Played  through  by  the  Guard/  he  repeated 
slowly.  'The  undertaker  'oo  could  guarantee 
thatt  mark  you,  for  all  his  customers — well  'e'd 
monopolise  the  trade,  is  all  I  can  say.  See  the 
horses  passagin'  sideways ! ' 

*  She  done  it  a  purpose/  said  the  woman  with  a 
sniff. 

'An'  I  only  hope  you'll  follow  her  example. 
Just  as  long  as  you  think  I'll  keep,  too/ 

We  reclosed  when  the  funeral  had  left  us  twenty 
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paces  behind*  A  small  boy  stuck  his  head  out  of 
a  carriage  and  watched  us  jealously, 

4  Amazing!  amazing!'  I  murmured.  Ms  it 
regulation  ?  ' 

'No,  Town  *  custom.  It  varies  a  little  in 
different  cities,  but  the  people  value  being  played 
through  more  than  most  things,  I  imagine. 
Duddell,  the  big  Ipswich  manufacturer  —  he's  a 
Quaker  —  tried  to  bring  in  a  bill  to  suppress  it  as 
unchristian/  Pigeon  laughed. 


4  It  cost  him  his  seat  next  election.  You  see, 
we're  all  in  the  game.' 

We  reached  the  Park  without  further  adventure, 
and  found  the  four  company^guns  with  their  spike 
teams  and  single  drivers  waiting  for  us.  Many 
people  were  gathered  here,  and  we  were  halted, 
so  far  as  I  could  see,  that  they  might  talk  with  the 
men  in  the  ranks.  The  officers  broke  into  groups. 

'Why  on  earth  didn't  you  come  along  with 
me?'  said  Boy  Bayley  at  my  side,  'I  was  ex* 
pecting  you.' 

4  Well,  I  had  a  delicacy  about  brigading  myself 
with  a  colonel  at  the  head  of  his  regiment,  so  I 
stayed  with  the  rear  company  and  the  horses.  It's 
all  too  wonderful  for  any  words.  What's  going 
to  happen  next  ?  ' 

'I've    handed   over   to  Verschoyle,  who  will 
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amuse  and  edify  the  schoolchildren  while  I  take 
you  round  our  kindergarten.  Don't  kill  any  one, 
Vee.  Are  you  goin'  to  charge  'em  ?  * 

Old  Verschoyle  hitched  his  big  shoulder  and 
nodded  precisely  as  he  used  to  do  at  school. 
He  was  a  boy  of  few  words  grown  into  a  kindly 
taciturn  man* 

4  Now ! '  Bayley  slid  his  arm  through  mine  and 
led  me  across  a  riding  road  towards  a  stretch  of 
rough  common  (singularly  out  of  place  in  a  park) 
perhaps  three-quarters  of  a  mile  long  and  half  as 
wide.  On  the  encircling  rails  leaned  an  almost 
unbroken  line  of  men  and  women — the  women 
outnumbering  the  men.  I  saw  the  Guard  battalion 
move  up  the  road  flanking  the  common  and  dis* 
appear  behind  the  trees. 

As  far  as  the  eye  could  range  through  the 
mellow  English  haze  the  ground  inside  the 
railings  was  dotted  with  boys  in  and  out  of 
uniform,  armed  and  unarmed.  I  saw  squads  here, 
half-companies  there ;  then  three  companies  in  an 
open  space,  wheeling  with  stately  steps;  a  knot 
of  drums  and  fifes  near  the  railings  unconcernedly 
slashing  its  way  across  popular  airs,  and  a  batch 
of  gamins  labouring  through  some  extended 
attack  destined  to  be  swept  aside  by  a  corps 
crossing  the  ground  at  the  double.  They  broke 
out  of  furze  bushes,  ducked  over  hollows  and 
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bunkers,  held  or  fell  away  from  hillocks  and  rough 
sandbanks  till  the  eye  wearied  of  their  busy  legs. 

Bayley  took  me  through  the  railings,  and 
gravely  returned  the  salute  of  a  freckled  twelve" 
year-old  near  by* 

'  What's  your  corps  ? '  said  the  Colonel  of  that 
Imperial  Guard  battalion  to  that  child* 

4  Eighth  District  Board  School,  Fourth  Stand- 
ard, Sir*  We  aren't  out  to-day*'  Then*  with  a 
twinkle,  *  I  go  to  First  Camp  next  year*' 

4  What  are  those  boys  yonder — that  squad  at 
the  double  ? ' 

4  Jew-boys,  sir*    Jewish  Voluntary  Schools,  Sir.' 

'And  that  full  company  extending  behind  the 
three  elms  to  the  south-west  ? ' 

4 Private  day-schools,  Sir*  I  think.  Judging 
distance,  Sir*' 

4  Can  you  come  with  us  ? ' 

4  Certainly,  Sir.' 

'  Here's  the  raw  material  at  the  beginning  of 
the  process,'  said  Bayley  to  me. 

We  strolled  on  towards  the  strains  of  'A 
Bicycle  Built  for  Two,'  breathed  jerkily  into  a 
mouth-organ  by  a  slim  maid  of  fourteen.  Some 
dozen  infants  with  clenched  fists  and  earnest  legs 
were  swinging  through  the  extension  movements 
which  that  tune  calls  for*  A  stunted  hawthorn 
overhung  the  little  group,  and  from  a  branch  a 
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dirty  white  handkerchief  flapped  in  the  breeze. 
The  girl  blushed,  scowled,  and  wiped  the  mouth' 
organ  on  her  sleeve  as  we  came  up. 

*  We're  all  waiting  for  our  big  bruvvers/  piped 
up  one  bold  person  in  blue  breeches — seven  if  he 
was  a  day* 

'It  keeps  'em  quieter,  Sir/  the  maiden  lisped. 
*  The  others  are  with  the  regiments/ 

'  Yeth,  and  they've  all  lots  of  blank  for  you! 
said  the  gentleman  in  blue  breeches  ferociously. 

4  Oh,  Artie !    'Ush ! '  the  girl  cried. 

'But  why  have  they  lots  of  blank  for  usf 
Bayley  asked.  Blue  Breeches  stood  firm. 

"Cause — 'cause  the  Guard's  goin'  to  fight  the 
Schools  this  afternoon ;  but  my  big  bruvver  says 
they'll  be  dam-well  surprised/ 

4  Artie  I*  The  girl  leaped  towards  him.  'You 
know  your  ma  said  I  was  to  smack — 

'Don't,  please  don't/  said  Bayley,  pink  with 
suppressed  mirth.  '  It  was  all  my  fault.  I  must 
tell  old  Verschoyle  this.  I've  surprised  his  plan 
out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings/ 

'What  plan?' I  asked. 

'  Old  Vee  has  taken  the  battalion  up  to  the  top 
of  the  common,  and  he  told  me  he  meant  to  charge 
down  through  the  kids;  but  they're  on  to  him 
already.  He'll  be  scuppered.  The  Guard  will 
be  scuppered/ 
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Here  Blue  Breeches,  overcome  by  the  reproof 
of  his  fellows,  began  to  weep* 

'I  didn't  tell/  he  roared.  'My  big  bruvver 
he  knew  when  he  saw  them  go  up  the  road.  .  .  .' 

' Never  mind!  Never  mind,  old  man/  said 
Bayley  soothingly.  Tin  not  fighting  to  x  day. 
It's  all  right/ 

He  Tightened  it  yet  further  with  sixpence,  and 
left  that  band  loudly  at  feud  over  the  spoil. 

'Oh,  Vee!  Vee  the  strategist/  he  chuckled. 
4  We'll  pull  Vee's  leg  to-night/ 

Our  freckled  friend  of  the  barriers  doubled  up 
behind  us. 

'So  you  know  that  my  battalion  is  charging 
down  the  ground  ? '  Bayley  demanded. 

'Not  for  certain,  Sir,  but  we're  preparin'  for 
the  worst/  he  answered  with  a  cheerful  grin* 
'They  allow  the  Schools  a  little  blank  ammuni' 
tion  after  we've  passed  the  Third  Standard ;  and 
we  nearly  always  bring  it  on  to  the  ground  of 
Saturdays/ 

'  The  deuce  you  do !    Why  ?  * 

4  On  account  of  those  amateur  Volunteer  corps, 
Sir.  They're  always  experimentin'  upon  us,  Sir, 
comin'  over  from  their  ground  an'  developin' 
attacks  on  our  flanks.  Oh,  it's  chronic  'ere  of  a 
Saturday  sometimes,  unless  you  flag  yourself/ 

I  followed  his  eye  and  saw  white  flags  fluttering 
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before  a  drum  and  fife  band  and  a  knot  of  youths 
in  sweaters  gathered  round  the  dummy  breech 
of  a  f our  x  inch  gun  which  they  were  feeding  at 
express  rates* 

'The  attacks  don't  interfere  with  you  if  you 
flag  yourself,  Sir/  the  boy  explained*  4  That's  a 
Second  Camp  team  from  the  Technical  Schools 
loading  against  time  for  a  bet' 

We  picked  our  way  deviously  through  the  busy 
groups*  Apparently  it  was  not  etiquette  to  notice 
a  Guard  officer*  and  the  youths  at  the  twenty  ^five- 
pounder  were  far  too  busy  to  look  up*  I  watched 
the  cleanly  finished  hoist  and  shove-home  of  the 
full  ^weight  shell  from  a  safe  distance,  when  I 
became  aware  of  a  change  among  the  scattered 
boys  on  the  common,  who  disappeared  behind 
the  hillocks  to  an  accompaniment  of  querulous 
whistles.  A  boy  or  two  on  bicycles  dashed  from 
corps  to  corps,  and  on  their  arrival  each  corps 
seemed  to  fade  away. 

The  youths  at  loading  practice  did  not  pause 
for  the  growing  hush  round  them*  nor  did  the 
drum  and  fife  band  drop  a  single  note*  Bayley 
exploded  afresh*  *  The  Schools  are  preparing  for 
our  attack,  by  Jove!  I  wonder  who's  directin' 
'em.  Do  you  know  ? ' 

The  warrior  of  the  Eighth  District  looked  up 
,  shrewdly. 
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4 1  saw  Mr.  Cameron  speaking  to  Mr.  Levitt 
just  as  the  Guard  went  up  the  road.  'E's  our 
'cad* master,  Mr.  Cameron,  but  Mr.  Levitt,  of  the 
Sixth  District,  is  actin'  as  senior  officer  on  the 
ground  this  Saturday.  Most  likely  Mr.  Levitt  is 
commandinY 

4  How  many  corps  are  there  here  ? '  I  asked. 

4  Oh,  bits  of  lots  of  'em — thirty  or  forty  p'r'aps, 
Sir.  But  the  whistles  says  they've  all  got  to  rally 
on  the  Board  Schools !  'Ark !  There's  the  whistle 
for  the  Private  Schools !  They've  been  called  up 
the  ground  at  the  double/ 

4  Stop ! '  cried  a  bearded  man  with  a  watch,  and 
the  crews  dropped  beside  the  breech  wiping  their 
brows  and  panting. 

*  Hullo!  there's  some  attack  on  the  Schools/ 
said  one.  4  Well,  Marden,  you  owe  me  three  half" 
crowns.  I've  beaten  your  record.  Pay  up  ! ' 

The  boy  beside  us  tapped  his  foot  fretfully  as 
he  eyed  his  companions  melting  among  the  hillocks, 
but  the  gun'team  adjusted  their  bets  without  once 
looking  up. 

The  ground  rose  a  little  to  a  furze  *  crowned 
ridge  in  the  centre  so  that  I  could  not  see  the  full 
length  of  it,  but  I  heard  a  faint  bubble  of  blank  in 
the  distance. 

'The  Saturday  allowance/  murmured  Bayley. 
1  War's  begun,  but  it  wouldn't  be  etiquette  fo 
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us  to  interfere.  What  are  you  saying,  my 
child?' 

'Nothin',  Sir,  only — only  I  don't  think  the 
Guard  will  be  able  to  come  through  on  so  narrer  a 
front,  Sir.  They'll  all  be  jammed  up  behind  the 
ridge  if  we've  got  there  in  time.  It's  awful  sticky 
for  guns  at  the  end  of  our  ground,  Sir/ 

'I'm  inclined  to  think  you're  right,  Moltke. 
The  Guard  is  hung  up:  distinctly  so.  Old  Vee 
will  have  to  cut  his  way  through.  What  a 
pernicious  amount  of  blank  the  kids  seem  to 
have!' 

It  was  quite  a  respectable  roar  of  battle  that 
rolled  among  the  hillocks  for  ten  minutes,  always 
out  of  our  sight.  Then  we  heard  the  '  Cease  fire ' 
over  the  ridge. 

4  They've  sent  for  the  Umpires,'  the  Board 
School  boy  squeaked,  dancing  on  one  foot. 
4  You've  been  hung  up,  Sir.  I — I  thought  the 
sand-pits  'ud  stop  you.' 

Said  one  of  the  jerseyed  hobbledehoys  at  the 
gun,  slipping  on  his  coat:  'Well,  that's  enough 
for  this  afternoon.  I'm  off,'  and  moved  to  the 
railings  without  even  glancing  towards  the  fray. 

4 1  anticipate  the  worst,'  said  Bayley  with 
gravity  after  a  few  minutes.  ' Hullo!  Here 
comes  my  disgraced  corps.' 

The  Guard  was  pouring  over  the  ridge — a  dis* 
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orderly  mob — horse,  foot,  and  guns  mixed,  while 
from  every  hollow  of  the  ground  about  rose  small 
boys  cheering  shrilly.  The  outcry  was  taken  up 
by  the  parents  at  the  railings,  and  spread  to  a 
complete  circle  of  cheers,  handclappings,  and 
waved  handkerchiefs* 

Our  Eighth  District  private  cast  away  restraint 
and  openly  capered.  'We  got  'em!  We  got 
'em ! '  he  squealed. 

The  grey 'green  flood  paused  a  fraction  of  a 
minute  and  drew  itself  into  shape,  coming  to  rest 
before  Bayley.  Verschoyle  saluted. 

'Vee,  Vee,'  said  Bayley.  'Give  me  back  my 
legions !  Well,  I  hope  you're  proud  of  yourself/ 

'The  little  beasts  were  ready  for  us.  Deuced 
well  posted  too/  Verschoyle  replied.  'I  wish 
you'd  seen  that  first  attack  on  our  flank.  Rather 
impressive.  Who  warned  'em  ? ' 

4 1  don't  know.  I  got  my  information  from  a 
baby  in  blue  plush  breeches.  Did  they  do  well  ? ' 

'Very  decently  indeed.  I've  complimented 
their  C.O.  and  buttered  the  whole  boiling/  He 
lowered  his  voice.  '  As  a  matter  o'  fact,  I  halted 
five  good  minutes  to  give  'em  time  to  get  into 
position/ 

'  Well,  now  we  can  inspect  our  Foreign  Service 
corps.  We  shan't  need  the  men  for  an  hour, 
Vee/ 
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4  Very  good.  Sir*  Colour  -  sergeants  !'  cried 
Verschoyle,  raising  his  voice,  and  the  cry  ran  from 
company  to  company*  Whereupon  the  officers 
left  their  men,  people  began  to  climb  over  the 
railings,  and  the  regiment  dissolved  among  the 
spectators  and  the  school  corps  of  the  city, 

"No  sense  keeping  men  standing  when  you 
don't  need  'em/  said  Bayley,  'Besides,  the 
Schools  learn  more  from  our  chaps  in  an  afternoon 
than  they  can  pick  up  in  a  month's  drill.  Look 
at  those  Boards-schoolmaster  captains  buttonholing 
old  Purvis  on  the  art  of  war ! ' 

4  'Wonder  what  the  evening  papers'll  say  about 
this,'  said  Pigeon, 

4  You'll  know  in  half  an  hour,'  Burgard  laughed, 
4  What  possessed  you  to  take  your  ponies  across 
the  sand-pits,  Pij  ? ' 

4  Pride,    Silly  pride,'  said  the  Canadian, 

We  crossed  the  common  to  a  very  regulation 
parade-ground  overlooked  by  a  statue  of  Our 
Queen.  Here  were  carriages,  many  and  elegant, 
filled  with  pretty  women,  and  the  railings  were 
lined  with  frockcoats  and  top  hats,  'This  is 
distinctly  social,'  I  suggested  to  Kyd, 

'Ra-ather,  Our  F,S,  corps  is  nothing  if  not 
correct,  but  Bayley  '11  sweat  'em  all  the  same/ 

I  saw  six  companies  drawn  up  for  inspection 
behind  lines  of  long  sausage-shaped  kit-bags,  A 
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band  welcomed  us  with  'A  Life  on  the  Ocean 
Wave/ 

'What  cheek!'  muttered  Verschoyle.  'Give 
'em  beans,  Bayley/ 

4 1  intend  to/  said  the  Colonel  grimly.  'Will 
each  of  you  fellows  take  a  company,  please,  and 
inspect  'em  faithfully.  En  etat  de  partir  is 
their  little  boast,  remember.  When  you've  finished 
you  can  give  'em  a  little  pillow'fighting/ 

'What  does  the  single  cannon  on  those  men's 
sleeves  mean  ? '  I  asked. 

'That  they're  big^gun  men,  who've  done  time 
with  the  Fleet/  Bayley  returned.  '  Any  F.S.  corps 
that  has  over  twenty  per  cent  bigxgun  men  thinks 
itself  entitled  to  play  "  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave" 
—when  it's  out  of  hearing  of  the  Navy/ 

'What  beautiful  stuff  they  are!  What's  their 
regimental  average  ? ' 

'It  ought  to  be  five  eight,  height,  thirty^eight, 
chest,  and  twenty^four  years,  age.  What  is  it  ? ' 
Bayley  asked  of  a  private. 

'Five  nine  and  half,  Sir,  thirty^nine,  twenty^ 
four  and  a  half/  was  the  reply,  and  he  added 
insolently,  '  En  tiat  de  partir.'  Evidently  that 
F.S.  corps  was  on  its  mettle  ready  for  the  worst. 

'  What  about  their  musketry  average  ? '  I  went  on. 

'Not  my  pidgin/  said  Bayley.  'But  they 
wouldn't  be  in  the  corps  a  day  if  they  couldn't 
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shoot ;  I  know  that  much.  Now  I'm  going  to  go 
through  'em  for  socks  and  slippers/ 

The  kit  -  inspection  exceeded  anything  I  had 
ever  dreamed.  I  drifted  from  company  to  com' 
pany  while  the  Guard  officers  oppressed  them. 
Twenty  per  cent,  at  least,  of  the  kits  were  shovelled 
out  on  the  grass  and  gone  through  in  detail. 

4  What  have  they  got  jumpers  and  ducks  for  ? ' 
I  asked  of  Harrison* 

4  For  Fleet  work,  of  course.  En  etat  de  partir 
with  an  F.S.  corps  means  they  are  amphibious/ 

4  Who  gives  'em  their  kit — Government  ? ' 

4  There  is  a  Government  allowance,  but  no  C.O. 
sticks  to  it.  It's  the  same  as  paint  and  gold-leaf 
in  the  Navy.  It  comes  out  of  some  one's  pockets. 
How  much  does  your  kit  cost  you  ? ' — this  to  the 
private  in  front  of  us. 

*  About  ten  or  fifteen  quid  every  other  year,  I 
suppose/  was  the  answer. 

4  Very  good.    Pack  your  bag — quick/ 

The  man  knelt,  and  with  supremely  deft  hands 
returned  all  to  the  bag,  lashed  and  tied  it,  and  fell 
back. 

'Arms/  said  Harrison.  4 Strip  and  show 
ammunition/ 

The  man  divested  himself  of  his  rolled  great* 
coat  and  haversack  with  one  wriggle,  as  it  seemed 
to  me  ;  a  twist  of  a  screw  removed  the  side  plate 
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of  the  rifle  breech  (it  was  not  a  bolt  action).  He 
handed  it  to  Harrison  with  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  loosed  his  clip-studded  belt 

'What  baby  cartridges!'  I  exclaimed.  'No 
bigger  than  bulleted  breech-caps/ 

'They're  the  regulation  .256,'  said  Harrison. 
'No  one  has  complained  of  'em  yet.  They 
expand  a  bit  when  they  arrive.  .  .  .  Empty  your 
bottle,  please,  and  show  your  rations/ 

The  man  poured  out  his  water-bottle  and 
showed  a  two-inch  emergency  tin. 

Harrison  passed  on  to  the  next,  but  I  was  fasci- 
nated  by  the  way  in  which  the  man  re-established 
himself  amid  his  straps  and  buckles,  asking  no  help 
from  either  side. 

'How  long  does  it  take  you  to  prepare  for 
inspection  ? '  I  asked  him. 

'Well,  I  got  ready  this  afternoon  in  twelve 
minutes/  he  smiled.  '  I  didn't  see  the  storm-cone 
till  half-past  three.  I  was  at  the  Club/ 

'  Weren't  a  good  many  of  you  out  of  town  ? ' 

'  Not  this  Saturday.  We  knew  what  was  coming. 
You  see,  if  we  pull  through  the  inspection  we  may 
move  up  one  place  on  the  roster  for  foreign  service. 
.  .  .  You'd  better  stand  back.  We're  going  to 
pillow-fight/ 

The  companies  stooped  to  the  stuffed  kit- 
bags,  doubled  with  them  variously,  piled  them  in 
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squares  and  mounds,  passed  them  from  shoulder 
to  shoulder  like  buckets  at  a  fire,  and  repeated  the 
evolution, 

'What's  the  idea  ? '  I  asked  of  Verschoyle,  who, 
arms  folded  behind  him,  was  controlling  the  dis* 
play.  Many  women  had  descended  from  the 
carriages,  and  were  pressing  in  about  us  admiringly. 

'For  one  thing,  it's  a  fair  test  of  wind  and 
muscle,  and  for  another  it  saves  time  at  the  docks. 
We'll  suppose  this  first  company  to  be  drawn  up 
on  the  dock'head  and  those  five  others  still  in  the 
troopxtrain.  How  would  you  get  their  kit  into 
the  ship  ? ' 

4  Fall  'em  all  in  on  the  platform,  march  'em  to 
the  gangways/  I  answered,  4  and  trust  to  Heaven 
and  a  fatigue  party  to  gather  the  baggage  and 
drunks  in  later/ 

4  Ye*es,  and  have  half  of  it  sent  by  the  wrong 
trooper.  I  know  that  game/  Verschoyle  drawled. 
*  We  don't  play  it  any  more.  Look ! ' 

He  raised  his  voice,  and  five  companies,  glisten* 
ing  a  little  and  breathing  hard,  formed  at  right 
angles  to  the  sixth,  each  man  embracing  his  sixty  x 
pound  bag. 

4  Pack  away ! '  cried  Verschoyle,  and  the  great 
beanxbag  game  (I  can  compare  it  to  nothing  else) 
began.  In  five  minutes  every  bag  was  passed  along 
either  arm  of  the  T  and  forward  down  the  sixth 
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company,  who  passed,  stacked,  and  piled  them  in 
a  great  heap.  These  were  followed  by  the  rifles, 
belts,  greatcoats,  and  knapsacks,  so  that  in  another 
five  minutes  the  regiment  stood,  as  it  were,  stripped 
clean, 

4  Of  course  on  a  trooper  there'd  be  a  company 
below  stacking  the  kit  away/  said  Verschoyle, 
4  but  that  wasn't  so  bad/ 

'  Bad  I '  I  cried,    4  It  was  miraculous  I ' 

4  Circus* work — all  circus^work ! '  said  Pigeon. 
4  It  won't  prevent  'em  bein'  as  sick  as  dogs  when  the 
ship  rolls/  The  crowd  round  as  applauded,  while 
the  men  looked  meekly  down  their  selfxconscious 
noses, 

A  little  grey-whiskered  man  trotted  up  to  the 
Boy, 

4  Have  we  made  good,  Bayley  ? '  he  said,  4  Are 
we  en  etat  de  partir  ? ' 

4  That's  what  I  shall  report/  said  Bayley, 
smiling, 

4 1  thought  my  bit  o'  French  'ud  draw  you/ 
said  the  little  man,  rubbing  his  hands. 

4  Who  is  he  ? '  I  whispered  to  Pigeon. 

4  Ramsay,  their  CO,  An  old  Guard  captain. 
A  keen  little  devil.  They  say  he  spends  six 
hundred  a  year  on  the  show.  He  used  to  be  in 
the  Lincolns  till  he  came  into  his  property/ 

4  Take  'em  home  an'  make  'em  drunk/  I  heard 
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Bayley  say*  'I  suppose  you'll  have  a  dinner  to 
celebrate.  But  you  may  as  well  tell  the  officers  of  E 
Company  that  I  don't  think  much  of  them.  I  shan't 
report  it,  but  their  men  were  all  over  the  shop/ 

*  Well,  they're  young,  you  see/  Colonel  Ramsay 
began. 

'You're  quite  right.  Send  'em  to  me  and  I'll 
talk  to  'em.  Youth  is  the  time  to  learn/ 

*  Six  hundred  a  year  ? '  I  repeated  to  Pigeon. 
'That  must  be  an  awful  tax  on  a  man.    Worse 
than  in  the  old  volunteering  days/ 

'That's  where  you  make  your  mistake,'  said 
Verschoyle.  '  In  the  old  days  a  man  had  to  spend 
his  money  to  coax  his  men  to  drill  because  they 
weren't  the  genuine  article.  You  know  what  I 
mean.  They  made  a  favour  of  putting  in  drills, 
didn't  they?  And  they  were,  most  of  'em,  the 
children  we  have  to  take  over  at  Second  Camp, 
weren't  they  ?  Well,  now  that  a  CO*  is  sure  of 
his  men,  now  that  he  hasn't  to  waste  himself  in 
conciliatin',  an'  bribin',  an'  beerin'  kids,  he  doesn't 
care  what  he  spends  on  his  corps,  because  every 
pound  tells.  Do  you  understand  ? ' 

4 1  see  what  you  mean,  Vee.  Having  the  male 
material  guaranteed— 

'And  trained  material  at  that/  Pigeon  put  in. 
'Eight  years  in  the  schools,  remember,  as  well 
as * 

102 


THE  ARMY  OF  A  DREAM 

4  Precisely*  A  man  rejoices  in  working  them 
up*  That's  as  it  should  be/  I  said* 

4  Bay  ley's  saying  the  very  same  to  those  F.S, 
pups/  said  Verschoyle. 

The  Boy  was  behind  us,  between  two  young 
F.S.  officers,  a  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  each. 

'Yes,  that's  all  doocid  interesting/  he  growled 
paternally.  *  But  you  forget,  my  sons,  now  that 
your  men  are  bound  to  serve,  you're  trebly  bound 
to  put  a  polish  on  'em.  You've  let  your  company 
simply  go  to  seed.  Don't  try  and  explain.  I've 
told  all  those  lies  myself  in  my  time.  It's  only 
idleness.  /  know.  Gome  and  lunch  with  me 
to-morrow  and  I'll  give  you  a  wrinkle  or  two  in 
barracks/  He  turned  to  me : 

4  Suppose  we  pick  up  Vee's  defeated  legion  and 
go  home.  You'll  dine  with  us  to-night.  Good' 
bye,  Ramsay.  Yes,  you're  en  etat  de  partirt  right 
enough.  You'd  better  get  Lady  Gertrude  to  talk 
to  the  Armity  if  you  want  the  corps  sent  foreign. 
I'm  no  politician/ 

We  strolled  away  from  the  great  white  statue 
of  The  Widow,  with  sceptre,  orb,  and  crown,  that 
looked  toward  the  city,  and  regained  the  common, 
where  the  Guard  battalion  walked  with  the  female 
of  its  species  and  the  children  of  all  its  relatives. 
At  sight  of  the  officers  the  uniforms  began  to 
detach  themselves  and  gather  in  companies. 
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A  Board  School  corps  was  moving  off  the 
ground,  headed  by  its  drums  and  fifes,  which 
it  assisted  with  song*  As  we  drew  nearer  we 
caught  the  words,  for  they  were  launched  with 
intention  :— 

'Oo  is  it  mashes  the  country  nurse  ? 

The  Guardsman  1 
'Oo  is  it  takes  the  lydy's  purse  ? 

The  Guardsman  1 
Calls  for  a  drink,  and  a  mild  cigar, 
Batters  a  sovereign  down  on  the  bar, 
Collars  the  change  and  says  '  Ta-ta  I ' 

The  Guardsman  I 

4  Why,  that's  one  of  old  Jemmy  Fawne's  songs. 
I  haven't  heard  it  in  ages/  I  began. 

'  Little  devils ! '  said  Pigeon. 

4  Speshul !  Extra  Speshul !  Sports  Edition ! ' 
a  newsboy  cried.  "Ere  y'are,  Captain.  Defeat 
o'  the  Guard !' 

Til  buy  a  copy/  said  the  Boy,  as  Pigeon 
blushed  wrathfully.  'I  must,  to  see  how  The 
Dove  lost  his  mounted  company/  He  unfolded 
the  flapping  sheet  and  we  crowded  round  it. 

444 Complete    Rout   of  the    Guard,"'    he    read. 

Too  Narrow  a  Front!9  That's  one  for  you, 
Vee!  "Attack  anticipated  by  Mr.  Levitt,  B.A" 
Aha !  "  The  Schools  Stand  Fast" ' 

4  Here's  another  version/  said  Kyd,  waving  a 
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tinted  sheet.  4"To  your  Tents,  O  Israel!  The 
Hebrew  Schools  stop  the  Mounted  Troops"  Pij, 
were  you  scuppered  by  Jew<boys  ? ' 

4 "  Umpires  Decide  all  Four  Guns  Lost'9 '  Bayley 
went  on.  4  By  Jove,  there'll  have  to  be  an  inquiry 
into  this  regrettable  incident,  Vee ! ' 

Til  never  try  to  amuse  the  kids  again/  said 
the  baited  Verschoyle.  4  Children  and  newspapers 
are  low  things*  ,  *  .  And  I  was  hit  on  the  nose 
by  a  wad,  too.  They  oughtn't  to  be  allowed 
blank  ammunition/ 

So  we  leaned  against  the  railings  in  the  warm 
twilight  haze  while  the  battalion,  silently  as  a 
shadow,  formed  up  behind  us  ready  to  be  taken 
over.  The  heat,  the  hum  of  the  great  city,  as  it 
might  have  been  the  hum  of  a  camped  army,  the 
creaking  of  the  belts,  and  the  well -known  faces 
bent  above  them,  brought  back  to  me  the  memory 
of  another  evening,  years  ago,  when  Verschoyle 
and  I  waited  for  news  of  guns  missing  in  no  sham 
fight. 

'A  regular  Sanna's  Post,  isn't  it?'  I  said  at 
last.  'D'you  remember,  Vee — by  the  market* 
square — that  night  when  the  wagons  went  out  ? ' 

Then  it  came  upon  me,  with  no  horror,  but  a 
certain  mild  wonder,  that  we  had  waited,  Vee  and 
I,  that  night  for  the  body  of  Boy  Bayley;  and 
that  Vee  himself  had  died  of  typhoid  in  the  spring 
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of  1 902.  The  rustling  of  the  papers  continued, 
but  Bayley,  shifting  slightly,  revealed  to  me  the 
three'days*old  wound  on  his  left  side  that  had 
soaked  the  ground  about  him.  I  saw  Pigeon 
fling  up  a  helpless  arm  as  to  guard  himself  against 
a  spatter  of  shrapnel,  and  Luttrell  with  a  foolish 
tight-lipped  smile  lurched  over  all  in  one  jointless 
piece.  Only  old  Vee's  honest  face  held  steady  for 
awhile  against  the  darkness  that  had  swallowed  up 
the  battalion  behind  us.  Then  his  jaw  dropped 
and  the  face  stiffened,  so  that  a  fly  made  bold  to 
explore  the  puffed  and  scornful  nostriL 

I  waked  brushing  a  fly  from  my  nose,  and  saw 
the  Club  waiter  lay  out  the  evening  papers  on  the 
table. 
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THE  RETURN  OF  THE  CHILDREN 

Neither  the  harps  nor  the  crowns  amused,  nor  the  cherubs' 

dove^winged  races — 
Holding  hands  forlornly  the  Children  wandered  beneath  the 

Dome; 
Plucking  the  radiant  robes  of  the  passers-by,  and  with  pitiful 

faces 
Begging  what  Princes  and  Powers  refused : — '  Ah,  please  will 

you  let  us  go  home  ? ' 

Over  the  jewelled  floor,  nigh  weeping,  ran  to  them  Mary  the 

Mother, 
Kneeled  and  caressed  and  made  promise  with  kisses,  and  drew 

them  along  to  the  gateway — 
Yea,  the  all-iron  unbribeable  Door  which  Peter  must  guard 

and  none  other. 
Straightway  She  took  the  Keys  from  his  keeping,  and  opened 

and  freed  them  straightway. 

Then  to  Her  Son,  Who  had  seen  and  smiled,  She  said  :    4  On 

the  night  that  I  bore  Thee 
What  didst  Thou  care  for  a  love  beyond  mine  or  a  heaven 

that  was  not  my  arm  ? 
Didst  Thou  push  from  the  nipple,  O  Child,  to  hear  the  angels 

adore  Thee  ? 
When  we  two  lay  in  the  breath  of  the  kine?'     And  He 

said : — '  Thou  hast  done  no  harm/ 
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So  through  the  Void  the  Children  ran  homeward  merrily  hand 

in  hand, 
Looking  neither  to  left  nor  right  where  the  breathless  Heavens 

stood  still ; 
And  the  Guards  of  the  Void  resheathed  their  swords,  for  they 

heard  the  Command : 
4  Shall  I  that  have  suffered  the  children  to  come  to  me  hold 

them  against  their  will  ? ' 
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ONE  view  called  me  to  another ;  one  hill  top 
to  its  fellow,  half  across  the  county,  and 
since  I  could  answer  at  no  more  trouble 
than  the  snapping  forward  of  a  lever,  I  let  the 
county  flow  under  my  wheels*  The  orchid-studded 
flats  of  the  East  gave  way  to  the  thyme,  ilex,  and 
grey  grass  of  the  Downs ;  these  again  to  the  rich 
cornland  and  fig-trees  of  the  lower  coast,  where 
you  carry  the  beat  of  the  tide  on  your  left  hand 
for  fifteen  level  miles ;  and  when  at  last  I  turned 
inland  through  a  huddle  of  rounded  hills  and  woods 
I  had  run  myself  clean  out  of  my  known  marks. 
Beyond  that  precise  hamlet  which  stands  godmother 
to  the  capital  of  the  United  States,  I  found  hidden 
villages  where  bees,  the  only  things  awake, 
boomed  in  eighty -foot  lindens  that  overhung 
grey  Norman  churches ;  miraculous  brooks  diving 
under  stone  bridges  built  for  heavier  traffic  than 
would  ever  vex  them  again ;  tithe  -  barns  larger 
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than  their  churches,  and  an  old  smithy  that  cried 
out  aloud  how  it  had  once  been  a  hall  of  the 
Knights  of  the  Temple,  Gipsies  I  found  on  a 
common  where  the  gorse,  bracken,  and  heath 
fought  it  out  together  up  a  mile  of  Roman  road ; 
and  a  little  farther  on  I  disturbed  a  red  fox  rolling 
dog-fashion  in  the  naked  sunlight. 

As  the  wooded  hills  closed  about  me  I  stood 
up  in  the  car  to  take  the  bearings  of  that  great 
Down  whose  ringed  head  is  a  landmark  for  fifty 
miles  across  the  low  countries.  I  judged  that  the 
lie  of  the  country  would  bring  me  across  some 
westward-running  road  that  went  to  his  feet,  but 
I  did  not  allow  for  the  confusing  veils  of  the 
woods.  A  quick  turn  plunged  me  first  into  a 
green  cutting  brim-full  of  liquid  sunshine,  next 
into  a  gloomy  tunnel  where  last  year's  dead  leaves 
whispered  and  scuffled  about  my  tyres.  The 
strong  hazel  stuff  meeting  overhead  had  not  been 
cut  for  a  couple  of  generations  at  least,  nor  had 
any  axe  helped  the  moss-cankered  oak  and  beech 
to  spring  above  them.  Here  the  road  changed 
frankly  into  a  carpeted  ride  on  whose  brown 
velvet  spent  primrose  -  clumps  showed  like  jade, 
and  a  few  sickly,  white-stalked  blue-bells  nodded 
together.  As  the  slope  favoured  I  shut  off  the 
power  and  slid  over  the  whirled  leaves,  expecting 
every  moment  to  meet  a  keeper ;  but  I  only  heard 
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a  jay,  far  off,  arguing  against  the  silence  under 
the  twilight  of  the  trees. 

Still  the  track  descended,  I  was  on  the  point 
of  reversing  and  working  my  way  back  on  the 
second  speed  ere  I  ended  in  some  swamp,  when 
I  saw  sunshine  through  the  tangle  ahead  and 
lifted  the  brake, 

It  was  down  again  at  once.  As  the  light  beat 
across  my  face  my  fore-wheels  took  the  turf  of 
a  great  still  lawn  from  which  sprang  horsemen  ten 
feet  high  with  levelled  lances,  monstrous  peacocks, 
and  sleek  round-headed  maids  of  honour— blue, 
black,  and  glistening — all  of  clipped  yew.  Across 
the  lawn— the  marshalled  woods  besieged  it  on 
three  sides — stood  an  ancient  house  of  lichened 
and  weather-worn  stone,  with  mullioned  windows 
and  roofs  of  rose -red  tile.  It  was  flanked  by 
semicircular  walls,  also  rose-red,  that  closed  the 
lawn  on  the  fourth  side,  and  at  their  feet  a  box 
hedge  grew  man-high.  There  were  doves  on  the 
roof  about  the  slim  brick  chimneys,  and  I  caught 
a  glimpse  of  an  octagonal  dove-house  behind  the 
screening  wall. 

Here,  then,  I  stayed ;  a  horseman's  green  spear 
laid  at  my  breast ;  held  by  the  exceeding  beauty 
of  that  jewel  in  that  setting. 

*  If  I  am  not  packed  off  for  a  trespasser,  or  if 
this  knight  does  not  ride  a  wallop  at  me/  thought 
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I, 4  Shakespeare  and  Queen  Elizabeth  at  least  must 
come  out  of  that  halJ>open  garden  door  and  ask 
me  to  tea/ 

A  child  appeared  at  an  upper  window,  and  I 
thought  the  little  thing  waved  a  friendly  hand. 
But  it  was  to  call  a  companion,  for  presently 
another  bright  head  showed.  Then  I  heard  a 
laugh  among  the  yew-peacocks,  and  turning  to 
make  sure  (till  then  I  had  been  watching  the 
house  only)  I  saw  the  silver  of  a  fountain  behind 
a  hedge  thrown  up  against  the  sun.  The  doves 
on  the  roof  cooed  to  the  cooing  water;  but 
between  the  two  notes  I  caught  the  utterly  happy 
chuckle  of  a  child  absorbed  in  some  light  mischief. 

The  garden  door — heavy  oak  sunk  deep  in  the 
thickness  of  the  wall — opened  further :  a  woman  in 
a  big  garden  hat  set  her  foot  slowly  on  the  time* 
hollowed  stone  step  and  as  slowly  walked  across 
the  turf.  I  was  forming  some  apology  when  she 
lifted  up  her  head  and  I  saw  that  she  was  blind. 

4 1  heard  you/  she  said.  4  Isn't  that  a  motor 
car?' 

'I'm  afraid  I've  made  a  mistake  in  my  road. 
I  should  have  turned  off  up  above  —  I  never 
dreamed —  -'  I  began. 

'But  I'm  very  glad.     Fancy  a  motor  car  com- 
ing  into  the  garden  I    It  will  be  such  a  treat- 
She  turned  and  made  as  though  looking  about  her. 
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4 You—  you  haven't  seen  any  one,  have  you— 
perhaps  ? ' 

'No  one  to  speak  to,  but  the  children  seemed 
interested  at  a  distance/ 

4  Which  ?' 

*  I  saw  a  couple  up  at  the  window  just  now,  and 
I  think  I  heard  a  little  chap  in  the  grounds/ 

'Oh,  lucky  you!'  she  cried,  and  her  face 
brightened*  'I  hear  them,  of  course,  but  that's 
all.  You've  seen  them  and  heard  them  ? ' 

'Yes/  I  answered.  'And  if  I  know  anything 
of  children,  one  of  them's  having  a  beautiful  time 
by  the  fountain  yonder.  Escaped,  I  should 
imagine/ 

'  You're  fond  of  children  ? ' 

I  gave  her  one  or  two  reasons  why  I  did  not 
altogether  hate  them. 

4 Of  course,  of  course/  she  said.  'Then  you 
understand.  Then  you  won't  think  it  foolish  if 
I  ask  you  to  take  your  car  through  the  gardens, 
once  or  twice — quite  slowly.  I'm  sure  they'd  like 
to  see  it.  They  see  so  little,  poor  things.  One 
tries  to  make  their  life  pleasant,  but—  '  she 
threw  out  her  hands  towards  the  woods.  '  We're 
so  out  of  the  world  here/ 

'That  will  be  splendid/  I  said.  'But  I  can't 
cut  up  your  grass/ 

She  faced  to  the  right.    '  Wait  a  minute,'  she 
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said.  *  We're  at  the  South  gate,  aren't  we? 
Behind  those  peacocks  there's  a  flagged  path.  We 
call  it  the  Peacocks'  Walk.  You  can't  see  it  from 
here,  they  tell  me,  but  if  you  squeeze  along  by  the 
edge  of  the  wood  you  can  turn  at  the  first  peacock 
and  get  on  to  the  flags.' 

It  was  sacrilege  to  wake  that  dreaming  house* 
front  with  the  clatter  of  machinery,  but  I  swung 
the  car  to  clear  the  turf,  brushed  along  the  edge 
of  the  wood  and  turned  in  on  the  broad  stone  path 
where  the  fountain-basin  lay  like  one  star*sapphire* 

4  May  I  come  too  ? '  she  cried.  4  No,  please  don't 
help  me.  They'll  like  it  better  if  they  see  me.' 

She  felt  her  way  lightly  to  the  front  of  the 
car,  and  with  one  foot  on  the  step  she  called: 
4 Children,  oh,  children!  Look  and  see  what's 
going  to  happen ! ' 

The  voice  would  have  drawn  lost  souls  from  the 
Pit,  for  the  yearning  that  underlay  its  sweetness, 
and  I  was  not  surprised  to  hear  an  answering  shout 
behind  the  yews.  It  must  have  been  the  child  by 
the  fountain,  but  he  fled  at  our  approach,  leaving 
a  little  toy  boat  in  the  water.  I  saw  the  glint  of 
his  blue  blouse  among  the  still  horsemen. 

Very  disposedly  we  paraded  the  length  of  the 
walk  and  at  her  request  backed  again.  This  time 
the  child  had  got  the  better  of  his  panic,  but  stood 
far  off  and  doubting. 

116 


'THEY1 

'The  little  fellow's  watching  us,'  I  said  'I 
wonder  if  he'd  like  a  ride/ 

4  They're  very  shy  still*  Very  shy.  But,  oh, 
lucky  you  to  be  able  to  see  them !  Let's  listen/ 

I  stopped  the  machine  at  once,  and  the  humid 
stillness,  heavy  with  the  scent  of  box,  cloaked  us 
deep.  Shears  I  could  hear  where  some  gardener 
was  clipping ;  a  mumble  of  bees  and  broken  voices 
that  might  have  been  the  doves. 

4  Oh,  unkind ! '  she  said  weariedly. 

4  Perhaps  they're  only  shy  of  the  motor.  The 
little  maid  at  the  window  looks  tremendously 
interested/ 

4 Yes?'  She  raised  her  head.  'It  was  wrong 
of  me  to  say  that.  They  are  really  fond  of  me. 
It's  the  only  thing  that  makes  life  worth  living— 
when  they're  fond  of  you,  isn't  it  ?  I  daren't  think 
what  the  place  would  be  without  them.  By  the 
way,  is  it  beautiful  ? ' 

4 1  think  it  is  the  most  beautiful  place  I  have 
ever  seen/ 

'So  they  all  tell  me.  I  can  feel  it,  of  course, 
but  that  isn't  quite  the  same  thing/ 

'Then  have  you  never ?'  I  began,  but 

stopped  abashed. 

4  Not  since  I  can  remember.  It  happened  when 
I  was  only  a  few  months  old,  they  tell  me.  And 
yet  I  must  remember  something,  else  how  could  I 
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dream  about  colours.  I  see  light  in  my  dreams, 
and  colours,  but  I  never  see  them.  I  only  hear 
them  just  as  I  do  when  I'm  awake/ 

'It's  difficult  to  see  faces  in  dreams.  Some 
people  can,  but  most  of  us  haven't  the  gift/ 1  went 
on,  looking  up  at  the  window  where  the  child 
stood  all  but  hidden. 

Tve  heard  that  too/  she  said.  'And  they  tell 
me  that  one  never  sees  a  dead  person's  face  in  a 
dream.  Is  that  true  ? ' 

4 1  believe  it  is — now  I  come  to  think  of  it/ 

'  But  how  is  it  with  yourself  — yourself  ? '  The 
blind  eyes  turned  towards  me. 

4 1  have  never  seen  the  faces  of  my  dead  in  any 
dream/  I  answered. 

4  Then  it  must  be  as  bad  as  being  blind/ 

The  sun  had  dipped  behind  the  woods  and  the 
long  shades  were  possessing  the  insolent  horsemen 
one  by  one.  I  saw  the  light  die  from  off  the  top 
of  a  glossy^leaved  lance  and  all  the  brave  hard 
green  turn  to  soft  black.  The  house,  accepting 
another  day  at  end,  as  it  had  accepted  an  hundred 
thousand  gone,  seemed  to  settle  deeper  into  its 
rest  among  the  shadows. 

4  Have  you  ever  wanted  to  ? '  she  said  after  the 
silence. 

4  Very  much  sometimes/  I  replied.  The  child 
had  left  the  window  as  the  shadows  closed  upon  it. 
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4  Ah !  SoVe  I,  but  I  don't  suppose  it's  allowed. 
. . .  Where  d'you  live  ? ' 

4  Quite  the  other  side  of  the  county — sixty  miles 
and  more,  and  I  must  be  going  back.  I've  come 
without  my  big  lamp.' 

'But  it's  not  dark  yet.     I  can  feel  it/ 

'I'm  afraid  it  will  be  by  the  time  I  get  home. 
Could  you  lend  me  some  one  to  set  me  on  my  road 
at  first  ?  I've  utterly  lost  myself.' 

*  I'll  send  Madden  with  you  to  the  crossroads. 
We  are  so  out  of  the  world,  I  don't  wonder  you 
were  lost!  I'll  guide  you  round  to  the  front  of 
the  house ;  but  you  will  go  slowly,  won't  you,  till 
you're  out  of  the  grounds?  It  isn't  foolish,  do 
you  think  ? ' 

4 1  promise  you  I'll  go  like  this,'  I  said,  and  let 
the  car  start  herself  down  the  flagged  path. 

We  skirted  the  left  wing  of  the  house,  whose 
elaborately  cast  lead  guttering  alone  was  worth  a 
day's  journey;  passed  under  a  great  rose^grown 
gate  in  the  red  wall,  and  so  round  to  the  high 
front  of  the  house  which  in  beauty  and  stateli* 
ness  as  much  excelled  the  back  as  that  all  others  I 
had  seen. 

'Is  it  so  very  beautiful?'  she  said  wistfully 
when  she  heard  my  raptures.  4  And  you  like  the 
lead'figures  too?  There's  the  old  azalea  garden 
behind.  They  say  that  this  place  must  have  been 
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made  for  children.  Will  you  help  me  out,  please  ? 
I  should  like  to  come  with  you  as  far  as  the  cross* 
roads,  but  I  mustn't  leave  them.  Is  that  you, 
Madden  ?  I  want  you  to  show  this  gentleman  the 
way  to  the  cross-roads.  He  has  lost  his  way  but 
— he  has  seen  them/ 

A  butler  appeared  noiselessly  at  the  miracle  of 
old  oak  that  must  be  called  the  front  door,  and 
slipped  aside  to  put  on  his  hat.  She  stood  looking 
at  me  with  open  blue  eyes  in  which  no  sight 
lay,  and  I  saw  for  the  first  time  that  she  was 
beautiful, 

4  Remember/  she  said  quietly, 4  if  you  are  fond 
of  them  you  will  come  again/  and  disappeared 
within  the  house. 

The  butler  in  the  car  said  nothing  till  we  were 
nearly  at  the  lodge  gates,  where  catching  a  glimpse 
of  a  blue  blouse  in  a  shrubbery  I  swerved  amply 
lest  the  devil  that  leads  little  boys  to  play  should 
drag  me  into  child-murder, 

4 Excuse  me/  he  asked  of  a  sudden,  'but  why 
did  you  do  that,  Sir  ? 9 

4  The  child  yonder/ 

4  Our  young  gentleman  in  blue  ? ' 

'  Of  course/ 

*  He  runs  about  a  good  deal.  Did  you  see  him 
by  the  fountain,  Sir  ? ' 

4  Oh,  yes,  several  times.    Do  we  turn  here  ?  ' 
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'Yes,  Sir.  And  did  you  'appen  to  see  them 
upstairs  too  ? ' 

4  At  the  upper  window  ?    Yes/ 

'Was  that  before  the  mistress  come  out  to  speak 
to  you,  Sir  ? ' 

'A  little  before  that.  Why  d'you  want  to 
know  ? ' 

He  paused  a  little.  'Only  to  make  sure  that 
—that  they  had  seen  the  car,  Sir,  because  with 
children  running  about,  though  I'm  sure  you're 
driving  particularly  careful,  there  might  be  an 
accident.  That  was  all,  Sir.  Here  are  the  cross* 
roads.  You  can't  miss  your  way  from  now  on. 
Thank  you,  Sir,  but  that  isn't  our  custom,  not 
with ' 

4 1  beg  your  pardon,'  I  said,  and  thrust  away  the 
British  silver. 

'Oh,  it's  quite  right  with  the  rest  of  'em  as  a 
rule.  Good-bye,  Sir.' 

He  retired  into  the  armour-plated  conning 
tower  of  his  caste  and  walked  away.  Evidently 
a  butler  solicitous  for  the  honour  of  his  house, 
and  interested,  probably  through  a  maid,  in  the 
nursery. 

Once  beyond  the  signposts  at  the  cross  x  roads 
I  looked  back,  but  the  crumpled  hills  interlaced  so 
jealously  that  I  could  not  see  where  the  house 
had  lain.  When  I  asked  its  name  at  a  cottage 
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along  the  road,  the  fat  woman  who  sold  sweet* 
meats  there  gave  me  to  understand  that  people 
with  motor  cars  had  small  right  to  live — much 
less  to  'go  about  talking  like  carriage  folk/ 
They  were  not  a  pleasant-mannered  community. 

When  I  retraced  my  route  on  the  map  that 
evening  I  was  little  wiser,  Hawkin's  Old  Farm 
appeared  to  be  the  Survey  title  of  the  place,  and 
the  old  County  Gazetteer,  generally  so  ample,  did 
not  allude  to  it.  The  big  house  of  those  parts  was 
Hodnington  Hall,  Georgian  with  early  Victorian 
embellishments,  as  an  atrocious  steel  engraving 
attested,  I  carried  my  difficulty  to  a  neighbour— 
a  deep-rooted  tree  of  that  soil  —  and  he  gave 
me  a  name  of  a  family  which  conveyed  no 
meaning, 

A  month  or  so  later — I  went  again,  or  it  may 
have  been  that  my  car  took  the  road  of  her  own 
volition.  She  overran  the  fruitless  Downs, 
threaded  every  turn  of  the  maze  of  lanes  below 
the  hills,  drew  through  the  high  *  walled  woods, 
impenetrable  in  their  full  leaf,  came  out  at  the 
cross-roads  where  the  butler  had  left  me,  and  a 
little  farther  on  developed  an  internal  trouble 
which  forced  me  to  turn  her  in  on  a  grass  way- 
waste  that  cut  into  a  summer-silent  hazel  wood. 
So  far  as  I  could  make  sure  by  the  sun  and  a 
six-inch  Ordnance  map,  this  should  be  the  road 
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flank  of  that  wood  which  I  had  first  explored 
from  the  heights  above*  I  made  a  mighty  serious 
business  of  my  repairs  and  a  glittering  shop  of 
my  repair  kit,  spanners,  pump,  and  the  like,  which 
I  spread  out  orderly  upon  a  rug*  It  was  a  trap  to 
catch  all  childhood,  for  on  such  a  day,  I  argued, 
the  children  would  not  be  far  off.  When  I  paused 
in  my  work  I  listened,  but  the  wood  was  so  full 
of  the  noises  of  summer  (though  the  birds  had 
mated)  that  I  could  not  at  first  distinguish 
these  from  the  tread  of  small  cautious  feet  stealing 
across  the  dead  leaves,  I  rang  my  bell  in  an 
alluring  manner,  but  the  feet  fled,  and  I  repented, 
for  to  a  child  a  sudden  noise  is  very  real  terror. 
I  must  have  been  at  work  half  an  hour  when  I 
heard  in  the  wood  the  voice  of  the  blind  woman 
crying :  4  Children,  oh,  children !  Where  are  you  ? 
and  the  stillness  made  slow  to  close  on  the 
perfection  of  that  cry.  She  came  towards  me, 
half  feeling  her  way  between  the  tree  boles,  and 
though  a  child  it  seemed  clung  to  her  skirt,  it 
swerved  into  the  leafage  like  a  rabbit  as  she  drew 
nearer. 

4  Is  that  you  ? '  she  said,  4  from  the  other  side 
of  the  county  ? ' 

4  Yes,  it's  me  from  the  other  side  of  the  county/ 
4  Then  why  didn't  you  come  through  the  upper 
woods  ?    They  were  there  just  now/ 
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4  They  were  here  a  few  minutes  ago.  I  expect 
they  knew  my  car  had  broken  down,  and  came  to 
see  the  fun/ 

4  Nothing  serious,  I  hope  ?  How  do  cars  break 
down  ? ' 

4  In  fifty  different  ways.  Only  mine  has  chosen 
the  fifty  first/ 

She  laughed  merrily  at  the  tiny  joke,  cooed 
with  delicious  laughter,  and  pushed  her  hat  back. 

4  Let  me  hear/  she  said, 

'Wait  a  moment/  I  cried,  'and  I'll  get  you  a 
cushion/ 

She  set  her  foot  on  the  rug  all  covered  with 
spare  parts,  and  stooped  above  it  eagerly.  4  What 
delightful  things  I*  The  hands  through  which 
she  saw  glanced  in  the  chequered  sunlight,  'A 
box  here— another  box!  Why  you've  arranged 
them  like  playing  shop  I ' 

'  I  confess  now  that  I  put  it  out  to  attract 
them.  I  don't  need  half  those  things  really/ 

4  How  nice  of  you  I  I  heard  your  bell  in  the 
upper  wood.  You  say  they  were  here  before 
that?' 

4  I'm  sure  of  it.  Why  are  they  so  shy  ?  That 
little  fellow  in  blue  who  was  with  you  just  now 
ought  to  have  got  over  his  fright.  He's  been 
watching  me  like  a  Red  Indian/ 

'It  must  have  been  your  bell/  she  said.    'I 
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heard  one  of  them  go  past  me  in  trouble  when  I 
was  coming  down.  They're  shy — so  shy  even 
with  me/  She  turned  her  face  over  her  shoulder 
and  cried  again:  *  Children,  oh,  children!  Look 
and  see ! ' 

'They  must  have  gone  off  together  on  their 
own  affairs/  I  suggested,  for  there  was  a  murmur 
behind  us  of  lowered  voices  broken  by  the  sudden 
squeaking  giggles  of  childhood.  I  returned  to 
my  tinkerings  and  she  leaned  forward,  her  chin 
on  her  hand,  listening  interestedly. 

'How  many  are  they?'  I  said  at  last.  The 
work  was  finished,  but  I  saw  no  reason  to  go. 

Her  forehead  puckered  a  little  in  thought.  'I 
don't  quite  know/  she  said  simply.  *  Sometimes 
more — sometimes  less.  They  come  and  stay  with 
me  because  I  love  them,  you  see/ 

'That  must  be  very  jolly/  I  said,  replacing 
a  drawer,  and  as  I  spoke  I  heard  the  inanity  of 
my  answer. 

'You — you  aren't  laughing  at  me/  she  cried. 
'I — I  haven't  any  of  my  own.  I  never  married. 
People  laugh  at  me  sometimes  about  them  because 
—because — 

'Because  they're  savages/  I  returned.  'It's 
nothing  to  fret  for.  That  sort  laugh  at  everything 
that  isn't  in  their  own  fat  lives/ 

'  I  don't  know.    How  should  I  ?    I  only  don't 

125 


TRAFFICS  AND  DISCOVERIES 

like  being  laughed  at  about  them.  It  hurts;  and 
when  one  can't  see*  .  .  .  I  don't  want  to  seem 
silly/  her  chin  quivered  like  a  child's  as  she  spoke, 
'but  we  blindies  have  only  one  skin,  I  think. 
Everything  outside  hits  straight  at  our  souls.  It's 
different  with  you.  You've  such  good  defences 
in  your  eyes — looking  out — before  anyone  can 
really  pain  you  in  your  soul.  People  forget  that 
with  us/ 

I  was  silent  reviewing  that  inexhaustible  matter 
— the  more  than  inherited  (since  it  is  also  carefully 
taught)  brutality  of  the  Christian  peoples,  beside 
which  the  mere  heathendom  of  the  West  Coast 
nigger  is  clean  and  restrained.  It  led  me  a  long 
distance  into  myself. 

'  Don't  do  that ! '  she  said  of  a  sudden,  putting 
her  hands  before  her  eyes. 

'What?' 

She  made  a  gesture  with  her  hand. 

4  That !  It's— it's  all  purple  and  black.  Don't ! 
That  colour  hurts/ 

'But,  how  in  the  world  do  you  know  about 
colours?'  I  exclaimed,  for  here  was  a  revelation 
indeed. 

4  Colours  as  colours  ? '  she  asked. 

'No.  Those  Colours  which  you  saw  just 
now/ 

'You  know  as  well  as    I   do/  she    laughed, 
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'else  you  wouldn't  have  asked  that  question* 
They  aren't  in  the  world  at  all*  They're  in  you — 
when  you  went  so  angry/ 

'D'you  mean  a  dull  purplish  patch*  like  port 
wine  mixed  with  ink  ? '  I  said* 

'I've  never  seen  ink  or  port  wine*  but  the 
colours  aren't  mixed*  They  are  separate — all 
separate*' 

'Do  you  mean  black  streaks  and  jags  across 
the  purple  ? ' 

She  nodded*  'Yes — if  they  are  like  this/  and 
zigzagged  her  finger  again*  'but  it's  more  red 
than  purple — that  bad  colour*' 

'  And  what  are  the  colours  at  the  top  of  the — 
whatever  you  see  ? ' 

Slowly  she  leaned  forward  and  traced  on  the 
rug  the  figure  of  the  Egg  itself. 

'  I  see  them  so/  she  said*  pointing  with  a  grass 
stem* '  white*  green*  yellow,  red*  purple*  and  when 
people  are  angry  or  bad.  black  across  the  red— as 
you  were  just  now/ 

'Who  told  you  anything  about  it — in  the 
beginning  ? '  I  demanded. 

'About  the  colours?  No  one*  I  used  to  ask 
what  colours  were  when  I  was  little  —  in  table' 
covers  and  curtains  and  carpets,  you  see — because 
some  colours  hurt  me  and  some  made  me  happy. 
People  told  me;  and  when  I  got  older  that  was 
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how  I  saw  people/  Again  she  traced  the  outline 
of  the  Egg  which  it  is  given  to  very  few  of  us 
to  see. 

4  All  by  yourself  ? '  I  repeated. 

4  All  by  myself.  There  wasn't  anyone  else.  I 
only  found  out  afterwards  that  other  people  did 
not  see  the  Colours/ 

She  leaned  against  the  tree  ^  bole  plaiting  and 
unplaiting  chance  ^  plucked  grass  stems.  The 
children  in  the  wood  had  drawn  nearer.  I  could 
see  them  with  the  tail  of  my  eye  frolicking  like 
squirrels. 

4  Now  I  am  sure  you  will  never  laugh  at 
me/  she  went  on  after  a  long  silence.  'Nor  at 
them: 

4 Goodness!  No!'  I  cried,  jolted  out  of  my 
train  of  thought.  4  A  man  who  laughs  at  a  child 
—unless  the  child  is  laughing  too — is  a  heathen  ! ' 

4 1  didn't  mean  that,  of  course.  You'd  never 
laugh  at  children,  but  I  thought — I  used  to  think 
—that  perhaps  you  might  laugh  about  them.  So 
now  I  beg  your  pardon.  .  .  .  What  are  you  going 
to  laugh  at  ? ' 

I  had  made  no  sound,  but  she  knew. 

4  At  the  notion  of  your  begging  my  pardon. 
If  you  had  done  your  duty  as  a  pillar  of  the  State 
and  a  landed  proprietress  you  ought  to  have 
summoned  me  for  trespass  when  I  barged  through 
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your  woods  the  other  day.  It  was  disgraceful  of 
me — inexcusable/ 

She  looked  at  me,  her  head  against  the  tree 
trunk — long  and  steadfastly — this  woman  who 
could  see  the  naked  soul. 

'How  curious/  she  half  whispered.  'How 
very  curious/ 

'  Why,  what  have  I  done  ? ' 

'You  don't  understand  *  .  .  and  yet  you 
understood  about  the  Colours.  Don't  you  under' 
stand  ? ' 

She  spoke  with  a  passion  that  nothing  had 
justified,  and  I  faced  her  bewilderedly  as  she  rose. 
The  children  had  gathered  themselves  in  a  roundel 
behind  a  bramble  bush.  One  sleek  head  bent 
over  something  smaller,  and  the  set  of  the  little 
shoulders  told  me  that  fingers  were  on  lips.  They, 
too,  had  some  child's  tremendous  secret.  I  alone 
was  hopelessly  astray  there  in  the  broad  sunlight. 

'  No/  I  said,  and  shook  my  head  as  though  the 
dead  eyes  could  note.  'Whatever  it  is,  I  don't 
understand  yet.  Perhaps  I  shall  later — if  you'll 
let  me  come  again/ 

'You  will  come  again/  she  answered.  'You 
will  surely  come  again  and  walk  in  the  wood/ 

'Perhaps  the  children  will  know  me  well 
enough  by  that  time  to  let  me  play  with  them — 
as  a  favour.  You  know  what  children  are  like/ 
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'It  isn't  a  matter  of  favour  but  of  right/  she 
replied,  and  while  I  wondered  what  she  meant,  a 
dishevelled  woman  plunged  round  the  bend  of  the 
road,  loose  x  haired,  purple,  almost  lowing  with 
agony  as  she  ran.  It  was  my  rude,  fat  friend  of 
the  sweetmeat  shop.  The  blind  woman  heard 
and  stepped  forward.  'What  is  it,  Mrs.  Made" 
hurst  ? '  she  asked. 

The  woman  flung  her  apron  over  her  head  and 
literally  grovelled  in  the  dust,  crying  that  her 
grandchild  was  sick  to  death,  that  the  local  doctor 
was  away  fishing,  that  Jenny  the  mother  was  at 
her  wits'  end,  and  so  forth,  with  repetitions  and 
bellowings. 

'Where's  the  next  nearest  doctor?'  I  asked 
between  paroxysms. 

'Madden  will  tell  you.  Go  round  to  the 
house  and  take  him  with  you.  I'll  attend  to  this. 
Be  quick!'  She  half  supported  the  fat  woman 
into  the  shade.  In  two  minutes  I  was  blowing  all 
the  horns  of  Jericho  under  the  front  of  the  House 
Beautiful,  and  Madden,  in  the  pantry,  rose  to  the 
crisis  like  a  butler  and  a  man. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  at  illegal  speeds  caught 
us  a  doctor  five  miles  away.  Within  the  half 'hour 
we  had  decanted  him,  much  interested  in  motors, 
at  the  door  of  the  sweetmeat  shop,  and  drew  up 
the  road  to  await  the  verdict. 
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4  Useful  things  cars/  said  Madden,  all  man  and 
no  butler.  'If  I'd  had  one  when  mine  took  sick 
she  wouldn't  have  died/ 

4  How  was  it  ? '  I  asked. 

'Croup.  Mrs.  Madden  was  away.  No  one 
knew  what  to  do.  I  drove  eight  miles  in  a  tax 
cart  for  the  doctor.  She  was  choked  when  we 
came  back.  This  car  'd  ha'  saved  her.  She'd 
have  been  close  on  ten  now/ 

'I'm  sorry/  I  said.  'I  thought  you  were 
rather  fond  of  children  from  what  you  told  me 
going  to  the  cross-roads  the  other  day.' 

'  Have  you  seen  'em  again,  Sir — this  mornin'  ? ' 

'  Yes,  but  they're  well  broke  to  cars.  I  couldn't 
get  any  of  them  within  twenty  yards  of  it/ 

He  looked  at  me  carefully  as  a  scout  considers 
a  stranger — not  as  a  menial  should  lift  his  eyes  to 
his  divinely  appointed  superior. 

'  I  wonder  why/  he  said  just  above  the  breath 
that  he  drew. 

We  waited  on.  A  light  wind  from  the  sea 
wandered  up  and  down  the  long  lines  of  the 
woods,  and  the  wayside  grasses,  whitened  already 
with  summer  dust,  rose  and  bowed  in  sallow 
waves. 

A  woman,  wiping  the  suds  off  her  arms,  came 
out  of  the  cottage  next  the  sweetmeat  shop. 

'I've  be'n  listenin'  in  de  back -yard/  she  said 
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cheerily,  'He  says  Arthur's  unaccountable  bad. 
Did  ye  hear  him  shruck  just  now  ?  Unaccount* 
able  bad*  I  reckon  t'will  come  Jenny's  turn  to 
walk  in  de  wood  nex'  week  along,  Mr.  Madden/ 

4  Excuse  me,  Sir,  but  your  lap-robe  is  slipping/ 
said  Madden  deferentially.  The  woman  started, 
dropped  a  curtsey,  and  hurried  away. 

'What  does  she  mean  by  "walking  in  the 
wood"?'  I  asked. 

'It  must  be  some  saying  they  use  hereabouts. 
I'm  from  Norfolk  myself/  said  Madden.  4  They're 
an  independent  lot  in  this  county.  She  took  you 
for  a  chauffeur,  Sir/ 

I  saw  the  Doctor  come  out  of  the  cottage 
followed  by  a  draggle-tailed  wench  who  clung  to 
his  arm  as  though  he  could  make  treaty  for  her 
with  Death.  '  Dat  sort/  she  wailed — 4  dey're  just 
as  much  to  us  dat  has  'em  as  if  dey  was  lawful 
born.  Just  as  much — just  as  much!  An'  God 
he'd  be  just  as  pleased  if  you  saved  'un,  Doctor. 
Don't  take  it  from  me.  Miss  Florence  will  tell 
ye  de  very  same.  Don't  leave  'im,  Doctor ! ' 

'I  know,  I  know/  said  the  man;  'but  he'll 
be  quiet  for  a  while  now.  We'll  get  the  nurse 
and  the  medicine  as  fast  as  we  can/  He  signalled 
me  to  come  forward  with  the  car,  and  I  strove  not 
to  be  privy  to  what  followed ;  but  I  saw  the  girl's 
face,  blotched  and  frozen  with  grief,  and  I  felt  the 
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hand  without  a  ring  clutching  at  my  knees  when 
we  moved  away. 

The  Doctor  was  a  man  of  some  humour,  for  I 
remember  he  claimed  my  car  under  the  Oath  of 
^sculapius,  and  used  it  and  me  without  mercy* 
First  we  convoyed  Mrs*  Madehurst  and  the  blind 
woman  to  wait  by  the  sick  bed  till  the  nurse 
should  come.  Next  we  invaded  a  neat  county 
town  for  prescriptions  (the  Doctor  said  the  trouble 
was  cerebro  -  spinal  meningitis),  and  when  the 
County  Institute,  banked  and  flanked  with  scared 
market  cattle,  reported  itself  out  of  nurses  for  the 
moment  we  literally  flung  ourselves  loose  upon 
the  county.  We  conferred  with  the  owners  of 
great  houses — magnates  at  the  ends  of  overarching 
avenues  whose  big-boned  womenfolk  strode  away 
from  their  tea-tables  to  listen  to  the  imperious 
Doctor.  At  last  a  white-haired  lady  sitting  under 
a  cedar  of  Lebanon  and  surrounded  by  a  court  of 
magnificent  Borzois — all  hostile  to  motors — gave 
the  Doctor,  who  received  them  as  from  a  princess, 
written  orders  which  we  bore  many  miles  at  top 
speed,  through  a  park,  to  a  French  nunnery,  where 
we  took  over  in  exchange  a  pallid -faced  and 
trembling  Sister.  She  knelt  at  the  bottom  of  the 
tonneau  telling  her  beads  without  pause  till,  by 
short  cuts  of  the  Doctor's  invention,  we  had  her 
to  the  sweetmeat  shop  once  more.  It  was  a  long 
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afternoon  crowded  with  mad  episodes  that  rose 
and  dissolved  like  the  dust  of  our  wheels ;  cross- 
sections  of  remote  and  incomprehensible  lives 
through  which  we  raced  at  right  angles ;  and  I 
went  home  in  the  dusk,  wearied  out,  to  dream 
of  the  clashing  horns  of  cattle ;  round-eyed  nuns 
walking  in  a  garden  of  graves;  pleasant  tea- 
parties  beneath  shaded  trees ;  the  carbolic-scented, 
grey -painted  corridors  of  the  County  Institute; 
the  steps  of  shy  children  in  the  wood,  and  the 
hands  that  clung  to  my  knees  as  the  motor  began 
to  move. 

I  had  intended  to  return  in  a  day  or  two,  but 
it  pleased  Fate  to  hold  me  from  that  side  of 
the  county,  on  many  pretexts,  till  the  elder  and 
the  wild  rose  had  fruited.  There  came  at  last  a 
brilliant  day,  swept  clear  from  the  south-west,  that 
brought  the  hills  within  hand's  reach — a  day  of 
unstable  airs  and  high  filmy  clouds.  Through  no 
merit  of  my  own  I  was  free,  and  set  the  car  for  the 
third  time  on  that  known  road.  As  I  reached  the 
crest  of  the  Downs  I  felt  the  soft  air  change,  saw 
it  glaze  under  the  sun ;  and,  looking  down  at  the 
sea,  in  that  instant  beheld  the  blue  of  the  Channel 
turn  through  polished  silver  and  dulled  steel  to 
dingy  pewter.  A  laden  collier  hugging  the  coast 
steered  outward  for  deeper  water,  and,  across 
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coppeivcolourecl  haze,  I  saw  sails  rise  one  by  one 
on  the  anchored  fishing  *  fleet*  In  a  deep  dene 
behind  me  an  eddy  of  sudden  wind  drummed 
through  sheltered  oaks,  and  spun  aloft  the  first  dry 
sample  of  autumn  leaves.  When  I  reached  the 
beach  road  the  sea^fog  fumed  over  the  brickfields, 
and  the  tide  was  telling  all  the  groins  of  the  gale 
beyond  Ushant.  In  less  than  an  hour  summer 
England  vanished  in  chill  grey.  We  were  again 
the  shut  island  of  the  North,  all  the  ships  of 
the  world  bellowing  at  our  perilous  gates;  and 
between  their  outcries  ran  the  piping  of  bewildered 
gulls.  My  cap  dripped  moisture,  the  folds  of  the 
rug  held  it  in  pools  or  sluiced  it  away  in  runnels, 
and  the  salt'rime  stuck  to  my  lips. 

Inland  the  smell  of  autumn  loaded  the  thick* 
ened  fog  among  the  trees,  and  the  drip  became  a 
continuous  shower.  Yet  the  late  flowers — mallow 
of  the  wayside,  scabious  of  the  field,  and  dahlia 
of  the  garden — showed  gay  in  the  mist,  and  beyond 
the  sea's  breath  there  was  little  sign  of  decay  in 
the  leaf.  Yet  in  the  villages  the  house  doors  were 
all  open,  and  barelegged,  bare-headed  children  sat 
at  ease  on  the  damp  doorsteps  to  shout '  pip'pip ' 
at  the  stranger. 

I  made  bold  to  call  at  the  sweetmeat  shop, 
where  Mrs.  Madehurst  met  me  with  a  fat  woman's 
hospitable  tears.  Jenny's  child,  she  said,  had  died 
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two  days  after  the  nun  had  come.  It  was,  she 
felt,  best  out  of  the  way,  even  though  insurance 
offices,  for  reasons  which  she  did  not  pretend  to 
follow,  would  not  willingly  insure  such  stray  lives, 
'Not  but  what  Jenny  didn't  tend  to  Arthur  as 
though  he'd  come  all  proper  at  de  end  of  de  first 
year — like  Jenny  herself/  Thanks  to  Miss  Florx 
ence,  the  child  had  been  buried  with  a  pomp  which, 
in  Mrs.  Madehurst's  opinion,  more  than  covered 
the  small  irregularity  of  its  birth.  She  described 
the  coffin,  within  and  without,  the  glass  hearse, 
and  the  evergreen  lining  of  the  grave* 

*  But  how's  the  mother  ? '  I  asked. 

' Jenny?  Oh,  she'll  get  over  it.  I've  felt  dat 
way  with  one  or  two  o'  my  own.  She'll  get  over. 
She's  walkin'  in  de  wood  now.' 

4  In  this  weather  ? ' 

Mrs.  Madehurst  looked  at  me  with  narrowed 
eyes  across  the  counter. 

'I  dunno  but  it  opens  de  'eart  like.  Yes, 
it  opens  de  'eart.  Dat's  where  losin'  and 
bearin'  comes  so  alike  in  de  long  run,  we  do  say/ 

Now  the  wisdom  of  the  old  wives  is  greater 
than  that  of  all  the  Fathers,  and  this  last  oracle 
sent  me  thinking  so  extendedly  as  I  went  up  the 
road,  that  I  nearly  ran  over  a  woman  and  a  child 
at  the  wooded  corner  by  the  lodge  gates  of  the 
House  Beautiful. 
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'Awful  weather r  I  cried,  as  I  slowed  dead  for 
the  turn, 

4  Not  so  bad/  she  answered  placidly  out  of  the 
fog,  'Mine's  used  to  'un.  You'll  find  yours 
indoors,  I  reckon/ 

Indoors,  Madden  received  me  with  professional 
courtesy,  and  kind  inquiries  for  the  health  of  the 
motor,  which  he  would  put  under  coven 

I  waited  in  a  still,  nut-brown  hall,  pleasant  with 
late  flowers  and  warmed  with  a  delicious  wood 
fire — a  place  of  good  influence  and  great  peace, 
(Men  and  women  may  sometimes,  after  great  effort, 
achieve  a  creditable  lie ;  but  the  house,  which  is 
their  temple,  cannot  say  anything  save  the  truth 
of  those  who  have  lived  in  it,)  A  child's  cart  and 
a  doll  lay  on  the  black-and-white  floor,  where  a 
rug  had  been  kicked  back.  I  felt  that  the  children 
had  only  just  hurried  away — to  hide  themselves, 
most  like — in  the  many  turns  of  the  great  adzed 
staircase  that  climbed  statelily  out  of  the  hall, 
or  to  crouch  at  gaze  behind  the  lions  and  roses 
of  the  carven  gallery  above.  Then  I  heard  her 
voice  above  me,  singing  as  the  blind  sing — from 
the  soul : — 

In  the  pleasant  orchard-closes. 

And  all  my  early  summer  came   back    at    the 
call. 
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In  the  pleasant  orcharcUcloses, 
God  bless  all  our  gains  say  we — 

But  may  God  bless  all  our  losses, 
Better  suits  with  our  degree. 

She  dropped  the  marring  fifth  line,  and  repeated- 
Better  suits  with  our  degree  I 

I  saw  her  lean  over  the  gallery,  her  linked  hands 
white  as  pearl  against  the  oak. 

'  Is  that  you — from  the  other  side  of  the 
county  ? '  she  called. 

'Yes,  me — from  the  other  side  of  the  county/ 
I  answered,  laughing. 

'What  a  long  time  before  you  had  to  come 
here  again/  She  ran  down  the  stairs,  one  hand 
lightly  touching  the  broad  rail.  4  It's  two  months 
and  four  days.  Summer's  gone ! ' 

I 1  meant  to  come  before,  but  Fate  prevented/ 

'I  knew  it.  Please  do  something  to  that  fire. 
They  won't  let  me  play  with  it,  but  I  can  feel  it's 
behaving  badly.  Hit  it  I ' 

I  looked  on  either  side  of  the  deep  fireplace, 
and  found  but  a  half^charred  hedge^stake  with 
which  I  punched  a  black  log  into  flame. 

4  It  never  goes  out,  day  or  night/  she  said,  as 
though  explaining.  4  In  case  any  one  comes  in  with 
cold  toes,  you  see/ 

'It's  even  lovelier  inside  than  it  was  out/  I 
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murmured.  The  red  light  poured  itself  along  the 
age-polished  dusky  panels  till  the  Tudor  roses  and 
lions  of  the  gallery  took  colour  and  motion.  An 
old  eagle  -  topped  convex  mirror  gathered  the 
picture  into  its  mysterious  heart,  distorting  afresh 
the  distorted  shadows,  and  curving  the  gallery 
lines  into  the  curves  of  a  ship.  The  day  was 
shutting  down  in  half  a  gale  as  the  fog  turned  to 
stringy  scud.  Through  the  uncurtained  mullions 
of  the  broad  window  I  could  see  valiant  horsemen 
of  the  lawn  rear  and  recover  against  the  wind  that 
taunted  them  with  legions  of  dead  leaves. 

'Yes,  it  must  be  beautiful/  she  said.  'Would 
you  like  to  go  over  it  ?  There's  still  light  enough 
upstairs/ 

I  followed  her  up  the  unflinching,  wagon-wide 
staircase  to  the  gallery  whence  opened  the  thin 
fluted  Elizabethan  doors. 

'  Feel  how  they  put  the  latch  low  down  for  the 
sake  of  the  children/  She  swung  a  light  door 
inward. 

'By  the  way,  where  are  they?'  I  asked.  'I 
haven't  even  heard  them  to-day/ 

She  did  not  answer  at  once.  Then, '  I  can  only 
hear  them/  she  replied  softly.  '  This  is  one  of  their 
rooms — everything  ready,  you  see/ 

She  pointed  into  a  heavily  -  timbered  room. 
There  were  little  low  gate  tables  and  children's 
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chairs.  A  doll's  house,  its  hooked  front  half  open, 
faced  a  great  dappled  rocking-horse,  from  whose 
padded  saddle  it  was  but  a  child's  scramble  to 
the  broad  window-seat  overlooking  the  lawn,  A 
toy  gun  lay  in  a  corner  beside  a  gilt  wooden 
cannon. 

4  Surely  they've  only  just  gone/  I  whispered. 
In  the  failing  light  a  door  creaked  cautiously.  I 
heard  the  rustle  of  a  frock  and  the  patter  of  feet — 
quick  feet  through  a  room  beyond. 

'I  heard  that/  she  cried  triumphantly.  'Did 
you  ?  Children,  oh,  children !  Where  are  you  ? ' 

The  voice  filled  the  walls  that  held  it  lovingly 
to  the  last  perfect  note,  but  there  came  no  answer- 
ing  shout  such  as  I  had  heard  in  the  garden.  We 
hurried  on  from  room  to  oak-floored  room ;  up  a 
step  here,  down  three  steps  there ;  among  a  maze 
of  passages ;  always  mocked  by  our  quarry.  One 
might  as  well  have  tried  to  work  an  unstopped 
warren  with  a  single  ferret.  There  were  bolt-holes 
innumerable — recesses  in  walls,  embrasures  of  deep 
slitten  windows  now  darkened,  whence  they  could 
start  up  behind  us ;  and  abandoned  fireplaces,  six 
feet  deep  in  the  masonry,  as  well  as  the  tangle  of 
communicating  doors.  Above  all,  they  had  the 
twilight  for  their  helper  in  our  game.  I  had 
caught  one  or  two  joyous  chuckles  of  evasion,  and 
once  or  twice  had  seen  the  silhouette  of  a  child's 
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frock  against  some  darkening  window  at  the  end 
of  a  passage ;  but  we  returned  empty 'handed  to 
the  gallery,  just  as  a  middle^aged  woman  was 
setting  a  lamp  in  its  niche. 

'No,  I  haven't  seen  her  either  this  evening, 
Miss  Florence/  I  heard  her  say, '  but  that  Turpin 
he  says  he  wants  to  see  you  about  his  shed/ 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Turpin  must  want  to  see  me  very 
badly.  Tell  him  to  come  to  the  hall,  Mrs. 
Madden/ 

I  looked  down  into  the  hall  whose  only  light 
was  the  dulled  fire,  and  deep  in  the  shadow  I  saw 
them  at  last.  They  must  have  slipped  down  while 
we  were  in  the  passages,  and  now  thought  themx 
selves  perfectly  hidden  behind  an  old  gilt  leather 
screen.  By  child's  law,  my  fruitless  chase  was  as 
good  as  an  introduction,  but  since  I  had  taken  so 
much  trouble  I  resolved  to  force  them  to  come 
forward  later  by  the  simple  trick,  which  children 
detest,  of  pretending  not  to  notice  them.  They 
lay  close,  in  a  little  huddle,  no  more  than  shadows 
except  when  a  quick  flame  betrayed  an  outline. 

'And  now  we'll  have  some  tea/  she  said.  'I 
believe  I  ought  to  have  offered  it  you  at  first,  but 
one  doesn't  arrive  at  manners  somehow  when  one 
lives  alone  and  is  considered  —  h'm  —  peculiar/ 
Then  with  very  pretty  scorn, '  Would  you  like  a 
lamp  to  see  to  eat  by  ? ' 
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4  The  firelight's  much  pleasanter,  I  think/  We 
descended  into  that  delicious  gloom  and  Madden 
brought  tea, 

I  took  my  chair  in  the  direction  of  the  screen 
ready  to  surprise  or  be  surprised  as  the  game 
should  go,  and  at  her  permission,  since  a  hearth  is 
always  sacred,  bent  forward  to  play  with  the  fire. 

4  Where  do  you  get  these  beautiful  short  faggots 
from  ? '  I  asked  idly,  *  Why,  they  are  tallies  I ' 

'Of  course/  she  said,  'As  I  can't  read  or 
write  I'm  driven  back  on  the  early  English  tally 
for  my  accounts.  Give  me  one  and  I'll  tell  you 
what  it  meant/ 

I  passed  her  an  unburned  hazel'tally,  about  a 
foot  long,  and  she  ran  her  thumb  down  the 
nicks. 

'This  is  the  milk ^ record  for  the  home  farm 
for  the  month  of  April  last  year,  in  gallons/  said 
she.  'I  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done 
without  tallies.  An  old  forester  of  mine  taught 
me  the  system.  It's  out  of  date  now  for  every 
one  else;  but  my  tenants  respect  it.  One  of 
them's  coming  now  to  see  me.  Oh,  it  doesn't 
matter.  He  has  no  business  here  out  of  office 
hours.  He's  a  greedy ,  ignorant  man — very  greedy 
or — he  wouldn't  come  here  after  dark/ 

4  Have  you  much  land  then  ?  ' 

4  Only  a  couple  of  hundred  acres  in  hand,  thank 
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goodness.  The  other  six  hundred  are  nearly  all 
let  to  folk  who  knew  my  folk  before  me,  but  this 
Turpin  is  quite  a  new  man  —  and  a  highway 
robber/ 

'  But  are  you  sure  I  shan't  be ? ' 

'Certainly  not  You  have  the  right  He 
hasn't  any  children/ 

4  Ah,  the  children ! '  I  said,  and  slid  my  low 
chair  back  till  it  nearly  touched  the  screen  that 
hid  them,  'I  wonder  whether  they'll  come  out 
for  me/ 

There  was  a  murmur  of  voices — Madden's  and 
a  deeper  note — at  the  low,  dark  side  door,  and 
a  ginger '  headed,  can vas  *  gaitered  giant  of  the 
unmistakable  tenant-farmer  type  stumbled  or  was 
pushed  in. 

4  Come  to  the  fire,  Mr.  Turpin,'  she  said. 

'If — if  you  please,  Miss,  I'll — I'll  be  quite  as 
well  by  the  door/  He  clung  to  the  latch  as  he 
spoke  like  a  frightened  child.  Of  a  sudden  I 
realised  that  he  was  in  the  grip  of  some  almost 
overpowering  fear, 

'Well?'   ' 

'About  that  new  shed  for  the  young  stock — 
that  was  all.  These  first  autumn  storms  settin'  in 
.  .  .  but  I'll  come  again,  Miss/  His  teeth  did 
not  chatter  much  more  than  the  door  latch. 

'  I  think  not,'  she  answered  levelly.  '  The  new 
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shed — m'm.  What  did  my  agent  write  you  on 
thclSth?' 

4 1 — fancied  p'raps  that  if  I  came  to  see  you — 
ma — man  to  man  like,  Miss,  But — 

His  eyes  rolled  into  every  corner  of  the  room 
wide  with  horror.  He  half  opened  the  door 
through  which  he  had  entered,  but  I  noticed  it 
shut  again — from  without  and  firmly. 

'He  wrote  what  I  told  him/  she  went  on. 
'You  are  overstocked  already.  Dunnett's  Farm 
never  carried  more  than  fifty  bullocks — even  in 
Mr.  Wright's  time.  And  he  used  cake,  You've 
sixty^seven  and  you  don't  cake.  You've  broken 
the  lease  in  that  respect.  You're  dragging  the 
heart  out  of  the  farm.' 

'  I'm  —  I'm  getting  some  minerals — superphos* 
phates — next  week.  I've  as  good  as  ordered  a 
truck  *  load  already.  I'll  go  down  to  the  station 
toxmorrow  about  'em.  Then  I  can  come  and  see 
you  man  to  man  like,  Miss,  in  the  daylight.  .  .  . 
That  gentleman's  not  going  away,  is  he?'  He 
almost  shrieked. 

I  had  only  slid  the  chair  a  little  farther  back, 
reaching  behind  me  to  tap  on  the  leather  of  the 
screen,  but  he  jumped  like  a  rat. 

4  No.  Please  attend  to  me,  Mr.  Turpin.'  She 
turned  in  her  chair  and  faced  him  with  his  back 
to  the  door.  It  was  an  old  and  sordid  little  piece 
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of  scheming  that  she  forced  from  him— his  plea 
for  the  new  covwshed  at  his  landlady's  expense,  that 
he  might  with  the  covered  manure  pay  his  next 
year's  rent  out  of  the  valuation  after,  as  she  made 
clear,  he  had  bled  the  enriched  pastures  to  the 
bone,  I  could  not  but  admire  the  intensity  of 
his  greed,  when  I  saw  him  outpacing  for  its 
sake  whatever  terror  it  was  that  ran  wet  on  his 
forehead, 

I  ceased  to  tap  the  leather — was,  indeed,  caloix 
lating  the  cost  of  the  shed— when  I  felt  my  re' 
laxed  hand  taken  and  turned  softly  between  the 
soft  hands  of  a  child.  So  at  last  I  had  triumphed, 
In  a  moment  I  would  turn  and  acquaint  myself 
with  those  quick^footed  wanderers.  *  ,  . 

The  little  brushing  kiss  fell  in  the  centre  of 
my  palm — as  a  gift  on  which  the  fingers  were, 
once,  expected  to  close:  as  the  all  *  faithful  halfx 
reproachful  signal  of  a  waiting  child  not  used  to 
neglect  even  when  grown-ups  were  busiest — a 
fragment  of  the  mute  code  devised  very  long 
ago. 

Then  I  knew.  And  it  was  as  though  I  had 
known  from  the  first  day  when  I  looked  across  the 
lawn  at  the  high  window. 

I  heard  the  door  shut.  The  woman  turned  to 
me  in  silence,  and  I  felt  that  she  knew. 

What  time  passed  after  this  I  cannot  say.     I 
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was  roused  by  the  fall  of  a  log,  and  mechanically 
rose  to  put  it  back.  Then  I  returned  to  my  place 
in  the  chair  very  close  to  the  screen. 

4  Now  you  understand/  she  whispered,  across 
the  packed  shadows. 

4  Yes,  I  understand — now.    Thank  you/ 

4 1 — I  only  hear  them/  She  bowed  her  head 
in  her  hands.  'I  have  no  right,  you  know— no 
other  right.  I  have  neither  borne  nor  lost — 
neither  borne  nor  lost ! ' 

4  Be  very  glad  then/  said  I,  for  my  soul  was 
torn  open  within  me. 

4  Forgive  me ! ' 

She  was  still,  and  I  went  back  to  my  sorrow 
and  my  joy. 

'It  was  because  I  loved  them  so/  she  said  at 
last,  brokenly.  '  That  was  why  it  was,  even  from 
the  first — even  before  I  knew  that  they — they  were 
all  I  should  ever  have.  And  I  loved  them  so ! ' 

She  stretched  out  her  arms  to  the  shadows  and 
the  shadows  within  the  shadow. 

'They  came  because  I  loved  them — because  I 
needed  them.  I — I  must  have  made  them  come. 
Was  that  wrong,  think  you  ? ' 

'No— no/ 

4 1 — I  grant  you  that  the  toys  and — and  all  that 
sort  of  thing  were  nonsense,  but — but  I  used  to 
so  hate  empty  rooms  myself  when  I  was  little/ 
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She  pointed  to  the  gallery,  'And  the  passages 
all  empty.  .  *  .  And  how  could  I  ever  bear  the 
garden  door  shut  ?  Suppose — 

'  Don't !  For  pity's  sake,  don't ! '  I  cried.  The 
twilight  had  brought  a  cold  rain  with  gusty  squalls 
that  plucked  at  the  leaded  windows. 

'And  the  same  thing  with  keeping  the  fire  in 
all  night.  /  don't  think  it  so  foolish — do  you  ? ' 

I  looked  at  the  broad  brick  hearth,  saw,  through 
tears  I  believe,  that  there  was  no  unpassable  iron 
on  or  near  it,  and  bowed  my  head. 

'  I  did  all  that  and  lots  of  other  things — just  to 
make  believe.  Then  they  came.  I  heard  them, 
but  I  didn't  know  that  they  were  not  mine  by  right 
till  Mrs.  Madden  told  me — 

'The  butler's  wife?    What?' 

'  One  of  them — I  heard — she  saw.  And  knew* 
Hersl  Not  for  me.  I  didn't  know  at  first. 
Perhaps  I  was  jealous.  Afterwards,  I  began  to 
understand  that  it  was  only  because  I  loved  them, 

not  because «.  *  *  Oh,  you  must  bear  or  lose,' 

she  said  piteously.  '  There  is  no  other  way — and 
yet  they  love  me.  They  must !  Don't  they  ? ' 

There  was  no  sound  in  the  room  except  the 
lapping  voices  of  the  fire,  but  we  two  listened  in* 
tently,  and  she  at  least  took  comfort  from  what 
she  heard.  She  recovered  herself  and  half  rose. 
I  sat  still  in  my  chair  by  the  screen. 
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'Don't  think  me  a  wretch  to  whine  about 
myself  like  this,  but — but  I'm  all  in  the  dark,  you 
know,  and  you  can  see/ 

In  truth  I  could  see,  and  my  vision  confirmed 
me  in  my  resolve,  though  that  was  like  the  very 
parting  of  spirit  and  flesh.  Yet  a  little  longer  I 
would  stay  since  it  was  the  last  time. 

4  You  think  it  is  wrong,  then  ? '  she  cried 
sharply,  though  I  had  said  nothing. 

'Not  for  you.  A  thousand  times  no.  For 
you  it  is  right.  ...  I  am  grateful  to  you  beyond 
words.  For  me  it  would  be  wrong.  For  me 
only.  .  .  / 

4  Why  ? '  she  said,  but  passed  her  hand  before 
her  face  as  she  had  done  at  our  second  meeting  in 
the  wood.  'Oh,  I  see/  she  went  on  simply  as 
a  child.  'For  you  it  would  be  wrong/  Then 
with  a  little  indrawn  laugh, '  and,  d'you  remember, 
I  called  you  lucky — once — at  first.  You  who  must 
never  come  here  again ! ' 

She  left  me  to  sit  a  little  longer  by  the  screen, 
and  I  heard  the  sound  of  her  feet  die  out  along 
the  gallery  above. 
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FROM  LYDEN'S'IRENIUS' 
Act  III.  Sc.  II. 

Gow. — Had  it  been  your  Prince  instead  of  a  groom  caught 
in  this  noose  there's  not  an  astrologer  of  the  city — 

Prince. — Sacked  I  Sacked  I    We  were  a  city  yesterday. 

Gow. — So  be  it,  but  I  was  not  governor.  Not  an  astrologer, 
but  would  ha'  sworn  he'd  foreseen  it  at  the  last  versary  of  Venus, 
when  Vulcan  caught  her  with  Mars  in  the  house  of  stinking 
Capricorn.  But  since  'tis  Jack  of  the  Straw  that  hangs,  the 
forgetful  stars  had  it  not  on  their  tablets. 

Prince. — Another  life  I  Were  there  any  left  to  die  ?  How 
did  the  poor  fool  come  by  it  ? 

Gow. — Simpliciter  thus.  She  that  damned  him  to  death 
knew  not  that  she  did  it,  or  would  have  died  ere  she  had  done 
it.  For  she  loved  him.  He  that  hangs  him  does  so  in  obedience 
to  the  Duke,  and  asks  no  more  than  '  Where  is  the  rope  ? ' 
The  Duke,  very  exactly  he  hath  told  us,  works  God's  will,  in 
which  holy  employ  he's  not  to  be  questioned.  We  have  then 
left  upon  this  finger,  only  Jack  whose  soul  now  plucks  the  left 
sleeve  of  Destiny  in  Hell  to  overtake  why  she  clapped  him  up 
like  a  fly  on  a  sunny  wall.  Whuff  I  Soh  I 

Prince. — Your  cloak,  Ferdinand.     I'll  sleep  now. 

Ferdinand. — Sleep,  then  .  .  .  He  too,  loved  his  life  ? 

Gow. — He  was  born  of  woman  .  .  .  but  at  the  end  threw 
life  from  him,  like  your  Prince,  for  a  little  sleep  .  .  .  '  Have  I 
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any  look  of  a  King  ?  '  said  he,  clanking  his  chain — '  to  be  so 
baited  on  all  sides  by  Fortune,  that  I  must  e'en  die  now  to  live 
with  myself  one  day  longer/  I  left  him  railing  at  Fortune 
and  woman's  love. 

Ferdinand. — Ah,  woman's  love  I 

(Aside)  Who  knows  not  Fortune,  glutted  on  easy  thrones, 
Stealing  from  feasts  as  rare  to  coneycatch, 
Privily  in  the  hedgerows  for  a  clown 
With  that  same  crueMustful  hand  and  eye, 
Those  nails  and  wedges,  that  one  hammer  and  lead, 
And  the  very  gerb  of  long^stored  lightnings  loosed 
Yesterday  'gainst  some  King. 
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TE  day  that  I  chose  to  visit  H.M.S.  Peridot 
in  Simon's  Bay  was  the  day  that  the 
Admiral  had  chosen  to  send  her  up  the 
coast*  She  was  just  steaming  out  to  sea  as  my 
train  came  in,  and  since  the  rest  of  the  Fleet  were 
either  coaling  or  busy  at  the  rifle-ranges  a  thousand 
feet  up  the  hill,  I  found  myself  stranded,  lunchless, 
on  the  sea-front  with  no  hope  of  return  to  Cape 
Town  before  5  p.m.  At  this  crisis  I  had  the  luck 
to  come  across  my  friend  Inspector  Hooper,  Cape 
Government  Railways,  in  command  of  an  engine 
and  a  brake-van  chalked  for  repair. 

'  If  you  get  something  to  eat/  he  said, '  I'll  run 
you  down  to  Glengariff  siding  till  the  goods  comes 
along.  It's  cooler  there  than  here,  you  see.' 

I  got  food  and  drink  from  the  Greeks  who  sell 
all  things  at  a  price,  and  the  engine  trotted  us  a 
couple  of  miles  up  the  line  to  a  bay  of  drifted  sand 
and  a  plank-platform  half  buried  in  sand  not  a 
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hundred  yards  from  the  edge  of  the  surf.  Moulded 
dunes,  whiter  than  any  snow,  rolled  far  inland  up  a 
brown  and  purple  valley  of  splintered  rocks  and  dry 
scrub*  A  crowd  of  Malays  hauled  at  a  net  beside 
two  blue  and  green  boats  on  the  beach ;  a  picnic 
party  danced  and  shouted  barefoot  where  a  tiny 
river  trickled  across  the  flat,  and  a  circle  of  dry 
hills,  whose  feet  were  set  in  sands  of  silver,  locked 
us  in  against  a  seven-coloured  sea.  At  either  horn 
of  the  bay  the  railway  line  cut  just  above  high- 
water  mark,  ran  round  a  shoulder  of  piled  rocks, 
and  disappeared. 

'You  see  there's  always  a  breeze  here/  said 
Hooper,  opening  the  door  as  the  engine  left  us  in 
the  siding  on  the  sand,  and  the  strong  south-easter 
buffeting  under  Elsie's  Peak  dusted  sand  into  our 
tickey  been  Presently  he  sat  down  to  a  file  full 
of  spiked  documents.  He  had  returned  from  a 
long  trip  up-country,  where  he  had  been  reporting 
on  damaged  rolling-stock,  as  far  away  as  Rhodesia* 
The  weight  of  the  bland  wind  on  my  eyelids ;  the 
song  of  it  under  the  car  roof,  and  high  up  among 
the  rocks ;  the  drift  of  fine  grains  chasing  each  other 
musically  ashore;  the  tramp  of  the  surf;  the 
voices  of  the  picnickers;  the  rustle  of  Hooper's 
file,  and  the  presence  of  the  assured  sun,  joined 
with  the  beer  to  cast  me  into  magical  slumber. 
The  hills  of  False  Bay  were  just  dissolving  into 
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those  of  fairyland  when  I  heard  footsteps  on  the 
sand  outside,  and  the  clink  of  our  couplings, 

'Stop  that!'  snapped  Hooper,  without  raising 
his  head  from  his  work  'It's  those  dirty  little 
Malay  boys,  you  see :  they're  always  playing  with 
the  trucks,  .  .  .' 

4  Don't  be  hard  on  'em.  The  railway's  a  general 
refuge  in  Africa,'  I  replied* 

"Tis — up-country  at  any  rate.  That  reminds 
me,'  he  felt  in  his  waistcoat-pocket,  'I've  got  a 
curiosity  for  you  from  Wankies — beyond  Buluwayo. 
It's  more  of  a  souvenir  perhaps  than ' 

'The  old  hotel's  inhabited,'  cried  a  voice. 
'White  men,  from  the  language.  Marines  to  the 
front!  Come  on,  Pritch.  Here's  your  Belmont. 
Wha— i— i!' 

The  last  word  dragged  like  a  rope  as  Mr. 
Pyecroft  ran  round  to  the  open  door,  and  stood 
looking  up  into  my  face.  Behind  him  an  enor- 
mous Sergeant  of  Marines  trailed  a  stalk  of  dried 
seaweed,  and  dusted  the  sand  nervously  from  his 
fingers. 

'What  are  you  doing  here?'  I  asked.  'I 
thought  the  Hierophant  was  down  the  coast  ? ' 

'We  came  in  last  Tuesday — from  Tristan 
d'Acunha  —  for  overhaul,  and  we  shall  be  in 
dockyard  'ands  for  two  months,  with  boiler- 
seatings.' 
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'Come  and  sit  down/  Hooper  put  away  the 
file, 

'This  is  Mr.  Hooper  of  the  Railway/  I  ex* 
claimed,  as  Pyecroft  turned  to  haul  up  the  black* 
moustached  sergeant. 

'This  is  Sergeant  Pritchard,  of  the  Agaric,  an 
old  shipmate/  said  he.  '  We  were  strollin'  on  the 
beach/  The  monster  blushed  and  nodded.  He 
filled  up  one  side  of  the  van  when  he  sat  down. 

'And  this  is  my  friend,  Mr.  Pyecroft/  I  added 
to  Hooper,  already  busy  with  the  extra  beer 
which  my  prophetic  soul  had  bought  from  the 
Greeks. 

'  Moi  aussitf  quoth  Pyecroft,  and  drew  out 
beneath  his  coat  a  labelled  quart  bottle. 

'  Why,  it's  Bass ! '  cried  Hooper. 

'It  was  Pritchard/  said  Pyecroft.  'They  can't 
resist  him/ 

'  That's  not  so/  said  Pritchard  mildly. 

'Not  'verbatim  per'aps,  but  the  look  in  the  eye 
came  to  the  same  thing/ 

'  Where  was  it  ? '  I  demanded. 

'Just  on  beyond  here  —  at  Kalk  Bay.  She 
was  slappin'  a  rug  in  a  back  veranda.  Pritch 
'adn't  more  than  brought  his  batteries  to  bear, 
before  she  stepped  indoors  an'  sent  it  flyin'  over 
the  wall/ 

Pyecroft  patted  the  warm  bottle. 
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'It  was  all  a  mistake/  said  Pritchard.  'I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  she  mistook  me  for  Maclean. 
We're  about  of  a  size/ 

I  had  heard  householders  of  Muizenburg,  St. 
James's,  and  Kalk  Bay  complain  of  the  difficulty  of 
keeping  beer  or  good  servants  at  the  seaside,  and 
I  began  to  see  the  reason.  None  the  less,  it  was 
excellent  Bass,  and  I  too  drank  to  the  health  of 
that  large-minded  maid. 

4  It's  the  uniform  that  fetches  'em,  an'  they  fetch 
it/  said  Pyecroft.  'My  simple  navy  blue  is  re^ 
spectable,  but  not  fascinatin'.  Now  Pritch  in  'is 
Number  One  rig  is  always  "purr  Mary,  on  the 
terrace  " — ex  officio  as  you  might  say/ 

4  She  took  me  for  Maclean,  I  tell  you/  Pritchard 
insisted.  'Why — why — to  listen  to  him  you 
wouldn't  think  that  only  yesterday ' 

4  Pritch/  said  Pyecroft,  4  be  warned  in  time.  If 
we  begin  tellin'  what  we  know  about  each  other 
we'll  be  turned  out  of  the  pub.  Not  to  mention 
aggravated  desertion  on  several  occasions — 

'Never  anything  more  than  absence  without 
leaf — I  defy  you  to  prove  it/  said  the  Sergeant 
hotly.  'An'  if  it  comes  to  that,  how  about 
Vancouver  in  '8  7  ? ' 

'How  about  it?  Who  pulled  bow  in  the  gig 
going  ashore  ?  Who  told  Boy  Niven  .  .  .  ? ' 

'Surely  you  were  courNmartialled  for  that?' 
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I  said*  The  story  of  Boy  Niven  who  lured  seven 
or  eight  able-bodied  seamen  and  marines  into  the 
woods  of  British  Columbia  used  to  be  a  legend  of 
the  Fleet 

'Yes,  we  were  court-martialled  to  rights/  said 
Pritchard,  'but  we  should  have  been  tried  for 
murder  if  Boy  Niven  'adn't  been  unusually  tough. 
He  told  us  he  had  an  uncle  'oo'd  give  us  land  to 
farm.  'E  said  he  was  born  at  the  back  o'  Van* 
couver  Island,  and  all  the  time  the  beggar  was  a 
balmy  Barnado  Orphan ! ' 

4 But  we  believed  him/  said  Pyecroft.  'I  did 
—you  did — Paterson  did — an'  'oo  was  the  Marine 
that  married  the  cocoanut-woman  afterwards — him 
with  the  mouth  ? ' 

'Oh,  Jones,  Spit-Kid  Jones.  I  'aven't  thought 
of  'im  in  years/  said  Pritchard.  'Yes,  Spit-Kid 
believed  it,  an'  George  Anstey  and  Moon.  We 
were  very  young  an'  very  curious/ 

4  But  lovin'  an'  trustful  to  a  degree/  said  Pyecroft. 

4  'Remember  when  'e  told  us  to  walk  in  single 
file  for  fear  o'  bears  ?  'Remember,  Pye,  when  'e 
'opped  about  in  that  bog  full  o'  ferns  an'  sniffed 
an'  said  'e  could  smell  the  smoke  of  'is  uncle's 
farm?  An'  all  the  time  it  was  a  dirty  little 
outlyin'  uninhabited  island.  We  walked  round  it 
in  a  day,  an'  come  back  to  our  boat  lyin'  on  the 
beach.  A  whole  day  Boy  Niven  kept  us  walkin' 
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in  circles  lookin'  for  'is  uncle's  farm!  He  said 
his  uncle  was  compelled  by  the  law  of  the  land  to 
give  us  a  farm ! ' 

'Don't  get  hot,  Pritch.  We  believed/  said 
Pyecroft. 

'He'd  been  readin'  books.  He  only  did  it  to 
get  a  run  ashore  an'  have  himself  talked  of.  A  day 
an'  a  night — eight  of  us — folio  win'  Boy  Niven 
round  an  uninhabited  island  in  the  Vancouver 
archipelago!  Then  the  picket  came  for  us  an'  a 
nice  pack  o'  idiots  we  looked ! ' 

4  What  did  you  get  for  it  ? '  Hooper  asked. 

4  Heavy  thunder  with  continuous  lightning  for 
two  hours.  Thereafter  sleet'squalls,  a  confused  sea, 
and  cold,  unfriendly  weather  till  conclusion  o' cruise,' 
said  Pyecroft.  'It  was  only  what  we  expected, 
but  what  we  felt— an'  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Hooper, 
even  a  sailorxman  has  a  heart  to  break — was  bein' 
told  that  we  able  seamen  an'  promisin'  marines 
'ad  misled  Boy  Niven.  Yes,  we  poor  back^to'thex 
landers  was  supposed  to  'ave  misled  him!  He 
rounded  on  us,  o'  course,  an'  got  off  easy.' 

'Excep'  for  what  we  gave  him  in  the  steerin'* 
flat  when  we  came  out  o'  cells.  'Hard  anything 
of 'im  lately,  Pye?' 

4  Signal  Boatswain  in  the  Channel  Fleet,  I  believe 
— Mr.  L.  L.  Niven  is.' 

'An'  Anstey  died  o'  fever  in  Benin,'  Pritchard 
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mused*  *  What  come  to  Moon  ?  Spit-Kid  we 
know  about/ 

4  Moon — Moon !  Now  where  did  I  last  .  .  . ? 
Oh  yes,  when  I  was  in  the  Palladium.  I  met 
Quigley  at  Buncrana  Station.  He  told  me  Moon 
'ad  run  when  the  Astrild  sloop  was  cruising  among 
the  South  Seas  three  years  back*  He  always 
showed  signs  o'  bein'  a  Mormonastic  beggar.  Yes. 
he  slipped  off  quietly  an'  they  'adn't  time  to  chase 
'im  round  the  islands  even  if  the  navigatin'  officer 
'ad  been  equal  to  the  job/ 

4  Wasn't  he?  'said  Hooper. 

'Not  so.  Accordin'  to  Quigley  the  Astrild 
spent  half  her  commission  rompin'  up  the  beach 
like  a  she-turtle,  an'  the  other  half  hatching  turtles' 
eggs  on  the  top  o'  numerous  reefs.  When  she 
was  docked  at  Sydney  her  copper  looked  like 
Aunt  Maria's  washing  on  the  line — an'  her  'mid- 
ship frames  was  sprung.  The  commander  swore 
the  dockyard  'ad  done  it  haulin'  the  pore  thing 
on  to  the  slips.  They  do  do  strange  things  at  sea. 
Mr.  Hooper/ 

'Ah!  I'm  not  a  taxpayer/  said  Hooper,  and 
opened  a  fresh  bottle.  The  Sergeant  seemed  to 
be  one  who  had  a  difficulty  in  dropping  subjects. 

'How  it  all  comes  back,  don't  it?'  he  said. 
'  Why,  Moon  must  'ave  'ad  sixteen  years'  service 
before  he  ran/ 
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'It    takes    'cm    at   all    ages.     Look    at — you 
know/  said  Pyecrof t. 
'Who*' I  naked 

'A  service  man  within  eighteen  months  of 
his  pension  is  the  party  you're  thinkin'  of/  said 
Pritchard.  'A  warrant  'oo's  name  begins  with 
a  V.,  isn't  it?' 

4  But,  in  a  way  o'  puttin'  it,  we  can't  say  that 
he  actually  did  desert/  Pyecroft  suggested. 

'  Oh  no/  said  Pritchard.  4  It  was  only  per* 
manent  absence  up-country  without  leaf.  That 
was  all.' 

4  Up  -  country  ?'  said  Hooper.  'Did  they  chv 
culate  his  description  ? ' 

'  What  for  ? '  said  Pritchard,  most  impolitely. 

'  Because  deserters  are  like  columns  in  the  war. 
They  don't  move  away  from  the  line,  you  see. 
I've  known  a  chap  caught  at  Salisbury  that  way 
tryin'  to  get  to  Nyassa.  They  tell  me,  but  o' 
course  I  don't  know,  that  they  don't  ask  questions 
on  the  Nyassa  Lake  Flotilla  up  there.  I've  heard 
of  a  P.  and  O.  quartermaster  in  full  command  of 
an  armed  launch  there.' 

'Do  you  think  Click  'ud  ha'  gone  up  that 
way  ? '  Pritchard  asked. 

'There's  no  saying.  He  was  sent  up  to 
Bloemf ontein  to  take  over  some  Navy  ammunition 
left  in  the  fort.  We  know  he  took  it  over  and 
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saw  it  into  the  trucks.  Then  there  was  no  more 
Click — then  or  thereafter.  Four  months  ago  it 
transpired,  and  thus  the  casus  belli  stands  at 
present/  said  Pyecroft, 

4  What  were  his  marks  ? '  said  Hooper  again* 

4  Does  the  Railway  get  a  reward  for  returnin' 
'em,  then  ? '  said  Pritchard. 

'If  I  did  d'you  suppose  I'd  talk  about  it?' 
Hooper  retorted  angrily* 

4  You  seemed  so  very  interested/  said  Pritchard 
with  equal  crispness. 

'Why  was  he  called  Click?'  I  asked*  to  tide 
over  an  uneasy  little  break  in  the  conversa- 
tion. The  two  men  were  staring  at  each  other 
very  fixedly. 

'Because  of  an  ammunition  hoist  carryin' 
away/  said  Pyecrof t*  4  And  it  carried  away  four 
of  'is  teeth— on  the  lower  port  side,  wasn't  it, 
Pritch  ?  The  substitutes  which  he  bought  weren't 
screwed  home,  in  a  manner  o'  sayin'.  When  he 
talked  fast  they  used  to  lift  a  little  on  the  bed- 
plate* 'Ence,  "Click."  They  called  'im  a 
superior  man,  which  is  what  we'd  call  a  long, 
black-'aired,  genteelly  speakin',  'alf-bred  beggar  on 
the  lower  deck.' 

'Four  false  teeth  in  the  lower  left  jaw/  said 
Hooper,  his  hand  in  his  waistcoat-pocket.  '  What 
tattoo  marks  ? ' 
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'Look  here/  began  Pritchard,  half  rising. 
4  I'm  sure  we're  very  grateful  to  you  as  a  gentle^ 
man  for  your  'orspitality,  but  per'aps  we  may  'ave 
made  an  error  in— 

I  looked  at  Pyecroft  for  aid  —  Hooper  was 
crimsoning  rapidly* 

'If  the  fat  marine  now  occupying  the  foc'sle 
will  kindly  bring  'is  status  quo  to  an  anchor  yet 
once  more,  we  may  be  able  to  talk  like  gentle* 
men — not  to  say  friends/  said  Pyecroft.  'He 
regards  you,  Mr.  Hooper,  as  a  emissary  of  the  Law/ 

4 1  only  wish  to  observe  that  when  a  gentleman 
exhibits  such  a  peculiar,  or  I  should  rather  say, 
such  a  bloomin*  curiosity  in  identification  marks  as 
our  friend  here ' 

'Mr.  Pritchard/  I  interposed,  Til  take  all  the 
responsibility  for  Mr.  Hooper/ 

'  An'  you'll  apologise  all  round/  said  Pyecroft. 
4  You're  a  rude  little  man,  Pritch/ 

'  But  how  was  I—      'he  began,  wavering* 

'  I  don't  know  an'  I  don't  care.    Apologise ! ' 

The  giant  looked  round  bewildered  and  took 
our  little  hands  into  his  vast  grip,  one  by  one. 

'I  was  wrong/  he  said  meekly  as  a  sheep. 
'My  suspicions  was  unfounded.  Mr.  Hooper,  I 
apologise.' 

'  You  did  quite  right  to  look  out  for  your  own 
end  o'  the  line/  said  Hooper.  'I'd  ha'  done  the 
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same  with  a  gentleman  I  didn't  know,  you  see. 
If  you  don't  mind  I'd  like  to  hear  a  little  more  o' 
your  Mr,  Vickery.  It's  safe  with  me,  you  see/ 

*  Why  did  Vickery  run  ? '  I  began,  but  Pyecrof  t's 
smile  made  me  turn  my  question  to  'Who  was 
she?' 

'She  kep'  a  little  hotel  at  Hauraki  —  near 
Auckland/  said  Pyecroft. 

'By  Gawd!'  roared  Pritchard,  slapping  his 
hand  on  his  leg.  '  Not  Mrs.  Bathurst ! ' 

Pyecroft  nodded  slowly,  and  the  Sergeant 
called  all  the  powers  of  darkness  to  witness  his 
bewilderment* 

'So  far  as  I  could  get  at  it,  Mrs.  B,  was  the 
lady  in  question/ 

'  But  Click  was  married/  cried  Pritchard. 

'  An'  'ad  a  fifteen^year^old  daughter.  'E's  shown 
me  her  photograph.  Settin'  that  aside,  so  to  say, 
'ave  you  ever  found  these  little  things  make  much 
difference  ?  Because  I  haven't/ 

'Good  Lord  Alive  an'  Watchin'!  .  .  .  Mrs. 
Bathurst.  .  .  .'  Then  with  another  roar:  'You 
can  say  what  you  please,  Pye,  but  you  don't 
make  me  believe  it  was  any  of  'er  fault.  She 
wasn't  thatV 

'  If  I  was  going  to  say  what  I  please,  I'd  begin 
by  callin'  you  a  silly  ox  an'  work  up  to  the  higher 
pressures  at  leisure.  I'm  trying  to  say  solely 
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what  transpired*  M'rover.  for  once  you're  right. 
It  wasn't  her  fault/ 

'You  couldn't  'aven't  made  me  believe  it  if 
it  'ad  been/  was  the  answer* 

Such  faith  in  a  Sergeant  of  Marines  interested 
me  greatly*  *  Never  mind  about  that/  I  cried. 
4  Tell  me  what  she  was  like*' 

'She  was  a  widow/  said  Pyecroft.  'Left  so 
very  young  and  never  rexspliced*  She  kep'  a  little 
hotel  for  warrants  and  nonxcoms  close  to  Auckx 
land,  an'  she  always  wore  black  silk,  and  'er 
neck ' 

'You  ask  what  she  was  like/  Pritchard  broke 
in.  'Let  me  give  you  an  instance.  I  was  at 
Auckland  first  in  '97.  at  the  end  o'  the  Marroquin's 
commission*  an'  as  I'd  been  promoted  I  went  up 
with  the  others.  She  used  to  look  after  us  all. 
an'  she  never  lost  by  it — not  a  penny!  "Pay 
me  now/'  she'd  say.  "  or  settle  later,  I  know  you 
won't  let  me  suffer.  Send  the  money  from  home 
if  you  like."  Why.  gentlemen  all,  I  tell  you  I've 
seen  that  lady  take  her  own  gold  watch  an'  chain 
off  her  neck  in  the  bar  an'  pass  it  to  a  bosun 
'oo'd  come  ashore  without  'is  ticker  an'  'ad  to 
catch  the  last  boat.  "  I  don't  know  your  name/' 
she  said.  "  but  when  you've  done  with  it*  you'll 
find  plenty  that  know  me  on  the  front.  Send  it 
back  by  one  o'  them*"  And  it  was  worth  thirty 
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pounds  if  it  was  worth  'arf^a^crown*  The  little 
gold  watch,  Pye,  with  the  blue  monogram  at  the 
back.  But,  as  I  was  saying  in  those  days  she 
kep'  a  beer  that  agreed  with  me — Slits  it  was 
called.  One  way  an'  another  I  must  'ave  punished 
a  good  few  bottles  of  it  while  we  was  in  the  bay — 
comin'  ashore  every  night  or  so,  Chaffin'  across 
the  bar  like,  once  when  we  were  alone,  "Mrs. 
B./'  I  said,  "when  next  I  call  I  want  you  to 
remember  that  this  is  my  particular — just  as 
you're  my  particular/'  (She'd  let  you  go  that 
far!)  "Just  as  you're  my  particular,"  I  said. 
"Oh,  thank  you,  Sergeant  Pritchard,"  she  says, 
an'  put  'er  hand  up  to  the  curl  be'ind  'er  ear. 
Remember  that  way  she  had,  Pye  ? ' 

4 1  think  so/  said  the  sailor. 

'Yes,  "Thank  you,  Sergeant  Pritchard,"  she 
says.  "  The  least  I  can  do  is  to  mark  it  for  you 
in  case  you  change  your  mind.  There's  no  great 
demand  for  it  in  the  Fleet,"  she  says,  "but  to 
make  sure  I'll  put  it  at  the  back  o'  the  shelf,"  an' 
she  snipped  off  a  piece  of  her  hair  ribbon  with 
that  old  dolphin  cigar-cutter  on  the  bar — rememx 
ber  it,  Pye  ? — an'  she  tied  a  bow  round  what  was 
left— just  four  bottles.  That  was  '97— no,  '96. 
In  '98  I  was  in  the  Resiliant — China  station — full 
commission.  In  Nineteen  One,  mark  you,  I  was 
in  the  Carthusian^  back  in  Auckland  Bay  again. 
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Of  course  I  went  up  to  Mrs.  B.'s  with  the  rest  of 
us  to  see  how  things  were  goin'.  They  were  the 
same  as  ever.  (Remember  the  big  tree  on  the 
pavement  by  the  side  *  bar,  Pye?)  I  never  said 
any  thin'  in  special  (there  was  too  many  of  us 
talkin'  to  her),  but  she  saw  me  at  once/ 

*  That  wasn't  difficult  ? '  I  ventured. 

'Ah,  but  wait.  I  was  comin'  up  to  the  bar, 
when,  "Ada,"  she  says  to  her  niece,  "get  me 
Sergeant  Pritchard's  particular,"  and,  gentlemen  all, 
I  tell  you  before  I  could  shake  'ands  with  the  lady, 
there  were  those  four  bottles  o'  Slits,  with  'er  'air 
ribbon  in  a  bow  round  each  o'  their  necks,  set 
down  in  front  o'  me,  an'  as  she  drew  the  cork  she 
looked  at  me  under  her  eyebrows  in  that  blindish 
way  she  had  o'  lookin',  an',  "  Sergeant  Pritchard," 
she  says,  "I  do  'ope  you  'aven't  changed  your 
mind  about  your  particulars."  That's  the  kind  o' 
woman  she  was — after  five  years  I ' 

'  I  don't  see  her  yet  somehow,'  said  Hooper,  but 
with  sympathy. 

'  She — she  never  scrupled  to  feed  a  lame  duck 
or  set  'er  foot  on  a  scorpion  at  any  time  of  'er 
life,'  Pritchard  added  valiantly. 

4  That  don't  help  me  either.  My  mother's  like 
that  for  one.' 

The  giant  heaved  inside  his  uniform  and  rolled 
his  eyes  at  the  carxroof*  Said  Pyecrof t  suddenly : — 
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'How  many  women  have  you  been  intimate 
with  all  over  the  world,  Pritch  ? ' 

Pritchard  blushed  plum  colour  to  the  short 
hairs  of  his  seventeen-inch  neck, 

"Undreds/  said  Pyecroft.  'So've  L  How 
many  of  'em  can  you  remember  in  your  own 
mind,  settin'  aside  the  first — an'  perhaps  the 
last — and  one  more  ? ' 

4  Few,  wonderful  few,  now  I  tax  myself/  said 
Sergeant  Pritchard  relievedly. 

4  An'  how  many  times  might  you  'ave  been  at 
Auckland?' 

4 One— two,'  he  began — 'why,  I  can't  make  it 
more  than  three  times  in  ten  years.  But  I  can 
remember  every  time  that  I  ever  saw  Mrs,  B.' 

'So  can  I — an'  I've  only  been  to  Auckland 
twice — how  she  stood  an'  what  she  was  sayin'  an' 
what  she  looked  like.  That's  the  secret,  Tisn't 
beauty,  so  to  speak,  nor  good  talk  necessarily. 
It's  just  It.  Some  women  '11  stay  in  a  man's 
memory  if  they  once  walk  down  a  street,  but 
most  of  'em  you  can  live  with  a  month  on  end, 
an'  next  commission  you'd  be  put  to  it  to  certify 
whether  they  talked  in  their  sleep  or  not,  as  one 
might  say,' 

'Ah!'  said  Hooper.  'That's  more  the  idea, 
I've  known  just  two  women  of  that  nature,' 

'  An'  it  was  no  fault  o'  theirs  ? '  asked  Pritchard, 
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4  None  whatever.     I  know  that  1 ' 

'An*  if  a  man  gets  struck  with  that  kind  o' 
woman,  Mr.  Hooper  ? '  Pritchard  went  on. 

'  He  goes  crazy — or  just  saves  himself/  was  the 
slow  answer. 

'You've  hit  it/  said  the  Sergeant.  'You've 
seen  an'  known  somethin'  in  the  course  o'  your 
life,  Mr.  Hooper.  I'm  lookin'  at  you  I'  He  set 
down  his  bottle. 

'And  how  often  had  Vickery  seen  her?'  I 
asked. 

4  That's  the  dark  an'  bloody  mystery/  Pyecrof t 
answered.  4  I'd  never  come  across  him  till  I  come 
out  in  the  Hierophant  just  now,  an'  there  wasn't 
any  one  in  the  ship  who  knew  much  about  him. 
You  see,  he  was  what  you  call  a  superior  man. 
'E  spoke  to  me  once  or  twice  about  Auckland  and 
Mrs.  B.  on  the  voyage  out.  I  called  that  to  mind 
subsequently.  There  must  'ave  been  a  good  deal 
between  'em,  to  my  way  o'  thinkin'.  Mind  you, 
I'm  only  giving  you  my  resume  of  it  all,  because 
all  I  know  is  second-hand  so  to  speak,  or  rather  I 
should  say  more  than  secondhand.' 

'  How  ? '  said  Hooper  peremptorily.  4  You 
must  have  seen  it  or  heard  it.' 

'Ye-es/  said  Pyecrof  t.  'I  used  to  think  seein' 
and  hearin'  was  the  only  regulation  aids  to 
ascertainin'  facts,  but  as  we  get  older  we  get 
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more  accommodatin'.  The  cylinders  work  easier, 
I  suppose.  »  .  .  Were  you  in  Cape  Town  last 
December  when  Phyllis's  Circus  came  ? f 

'No — up-country/  said  Hooper,  a  little  nettled 
at  the  change  of  venue* 

'I  ask  because  they  had  a  new  turn  of  a 
scientific  nature  called  "Home  and  Friends  for 
aTickey."' 

4  Oh.  you  mean  the  cinematograph — the  pictures 
of  prize-fights  and  steamers.  IVe  seen  'em  up* 
country/ 

'Biograph  or  cinematograph  was  what  I  was 
alludin'  to.  London  Bridge  with  the  omnibuses 
—a  troopship  goin'  to  the  war — marines  on  parade 
at  Portsmouth,  an'  the  Plymouth  Express  arrivin' 
at  Paddin'ton/ 

'Seen  'em  all.  Seen  'em  all/  said  Hooper 
impatiently. 

*  We  Hierophants  came  in  just  before  Christmas 
week  an'  leaf  was  easy/ 

4 1  think  a  man  gets  fed  up  with  Cape  Town 
quicker  than  anywhere  else  on  the  station.  Why, 
even  Durban's  more  like  Nature.  We  was  there 
for  Christmas/  Pritchard  put  in. 

'Not  bein'  a  devotee  of  Indian  peeris,  as  our 
Doctor  said  to  the  Pusser,  I  can't  exactly  say. 
Phyllis's  was  good  enough  after  musketry  practice 
at  Mozambique.  I  couldn't  get  off  the  first  two 

170 


MRS.  BATHURST 

or  three  nights  on  account  of  what  you  might  call 
an  imbroglio  with  our  Torpedo  Lieutenant  in  the 
submerged  flat,  where  some  pride  of  the  West 
country  had  sugared  up  a  gyroscope;  but  I  rex 
member  Vickery  went  ashore  with  our  Carpenter 
Rigdon — old  Crocus  we  called  him*  As  a  general 
rule  Crocus  never  left  'is  ship  unless  an'  until 
he  was  'oisted  out  with  a  winch,  but  when  'e  went 
'e  would  return  noddin'  like  a  lily  gemmed  with 
dew*  We  smothered  him  down  below  that  night* 
but  the  things  'e  said  about  Vickery  as  a  fittin' 
playmate  for  a  Warrant  Officer  of  'is  cubic  capacity, 
before  we  got  him  quiet,  was  what  I  should  call 
pointed*' 

'I've  been  with  Crocus — in  the  Redoubtable? 
said  the  Sergeant*    'He's  a  character  if  there  is 


one*' 


*  Next  night  I  went  into  Cape  Town  with  Dawson 
and  Pratt;  but  just  at  the  door  of  the  Circus  I 
came  across  Vickery*  "  Oh  I "  he  says,  "  you're 
the  man  I'm  looking  for*  Come  and  sit  next  me* 
This  way  to  the  shillin'  places  I "  I  went  astern  at 
once,  protestin'  because  tickey  seats  better  suited 
my  so-called  finances.  "  Come  on,"  says  Vickery, 
44  I'm  payin'*"  Naturally  I  abandoned  Pratt  and 
Dawson  in  anticipation  o'  drinks  to  match  the 
seats.  44  No,"  he  says,  when  this  was  'inted — 44  not 
now*  Not  now*  As  many  as  you  please  after^ 
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wards,  but  I  want  you  sober  for  the  occasion/' 
I  caught  'is  face  under  a  lamp  just  then,  an'  the 
appearance  of  it  quite  cured  me  of  my  thirst. 
Don't  mistake*  It  didn't  frighten  me.  It  made 
me  anxious.  I  can't  tell  you  what  it  was  like,  but 
that  was  the  effect  which  it  'ad  on  me.  If  you 
want  to  know,  it  reminded  me  of  those  things  in 
bottles  in  those  herbalistic  shops  at  Plymouth  — 
preserved  in  spirits  of  wine*  White  an'  crumply 
things — previous  to  birth  as  you  might  say.' 

'You  'ave  a  beastial  mind,  Pye,'  said  the 
Sergeant,  relighting  his  pipe* 

4  Perhaps*  We  were  in  the  front  row,  an' 
"Home  an'  Friends"  came  on  early*  Vickery 
touched  me  on  the  knee  when  the  number  went 
up*  "  If  you  see  anything  that  strikes  you,"  he 
says. "  drop  me  a  hint "  ;  then  he  went  on  clicking. 
We  saw  London  Bridge  an'  so  forth  an'  so  on,  an' 
it  was  most  interestin'*  I'd  never  seen  it  before. 
You  'eard  a  little  dynamo  like  buzzin'.  but  the 
pictures  were  the  real  thing — alive  an'  movin'/ 

4  I've  seen  'em/  said  Hooper.  4  Of  course  they 
are  taken  from  the  very  thing  itself — you  see*' 

'Then  the  Western  Mail  came  into  Paddin'ton 
on  the  big  magic  lantern  sheet.  First  we  saw  the 
platform  empty  an'  the  porters  standin'  by*  Then 
the  engine  come  in,  head  on,  an'  the  women  in 
the  front  row  jumped:  she  headed  so  straight* 
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Then  the  doors  opened  and  the  passengers  came 
out  and  the  porters  got  the  luggage — just  like  life* 
Only — only  when  any  one  came  down  too  far 
towards  us  that  was  watching  they  walked  right 
out  o'  the  picture,  so  to  speak.  I  was  'ighly 
interested,  I  can  tell  you.  So  were  all  of  us.  I 
watched  an  old  man  with  a  rug  'oo'd  dropped  a 
book  an'  was  tryin'  to  pick  it  up,  when  quite 
slowly,  from  be'ind  two  porters — carryin'  a  little 
reticule  an'  lookin'  from  side  to  side — comes  out 
Mrs.  Bathurst.  There  was  no  mistakin'  the  walk 
in  a  hundred  thousand.  She  come  forward — right 
forward — she  looked  out  straight  at  us  with  that 
blindish  look  which  Pritch  alluded  to.  She  walked 
on  and  on  till  she  melted  out  of  the  picture — like 
—like  a  shadow  jumpin'  over  a  candle,  an'  as  she 
went  I  'eard  Dawson  in  the  tickey  seats  be'ind 
sing  out:  "Christ!  there's  Mrs.  B.I" 

Hooper  swallowed  his  spittle  and  leaned  forward 
intently. 

'Vickery  touched  me  on  the  knee  again.  He 
was  clickin'  his  four  false  teeth  with  his  jaw  down 
like  an  enteric  at  the  last  kick.  "  Are  you  sure  ?  " 
says  he.  "  Sure,"  I  says,  "  didn't  you  'ear  Dawson 
give  tongue  ?  Why,  it's  the  woman  herself."  "  I 
was  sure  before/'  he  says,  "but  I  brought  you 
to  make  sure.  Will  you  come  again  with  me 
toxmorrow  ?  " 

173 


TRAFFICS  AND  DISCOVERIES 

'"Willingly,"  I  says,  "it's  like  meetin'  old 
friends/' 

4 "  Yes/'  he  says,  openin'  his  watch,  "  very  like. 
It  will  be  fouivand'twenty  hours  less  four  minutes 
before  I  see  her  again.  Come  and  have  a  drink," 
he  says*  "  It  may  amuse  you,  but  it's  no  sort  of 
earthly  use  to  me."  He  went  out  shaking  his 
head  an'  stumblin'  over  people's  feet  as  if  he 
was  drunk  already*  I  anticipated  a  swift  drink 
an'  a  speedy  return,  because  I  wanted  to  see  the 
performin'  elephants.  Instead  o'  which  Vickery 
began  to  navigate  the  town  at  the  rate  o'  knots, 
lookin'  in  at  a  bar  every  three  minutes  approximate 
Greenwich  time*  I'm  not  a  drinkin'  man,  though 
there  are  those  present ' — he  cocked  his  unforget* 
able  eye  at  me — *  who  may  have  seen  me  more  or 
less  imbued  with  the  fragrant  spirit.  None  the 
less  when  I  drink  I  like  to  do  it  at  anchor  an'  not 
at  an  average  speed  of  eighteen  knots  on  the 
measured  mile.  There's  a  tank  as  you  might  say 
at  the  back  o'  that  big  hotel  up  the  hill — what  do 
they  call  it  ? ' 

'The  Molteno  Reservoir,'  I  suggested,  and 
Hooper  nodded, 

4  That  was  his  limit  o'  drift*  We  walked  there 
an'  we  come  down  through  the  Gardens— there 
was  a  Southeaster  blowin' — an'  we  finished  up 
by  the  Docks.  Then  we  bore  up  the  road  to 
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Salt  River,  and  wherever  there  was  a  pub  Vickery 
put  in  sweatin'.  He  didn't  look  at  what  he 
drunk — he  didn't  look  at  the  change*  He  walked 
an'  he  drunk  an'  he  perspired  in  rivers*  I  under- 
stood  why  old  Crocus  'ad  come  back  in  the 
condition  'e  did,  because  Vickery  an'  I  'ad  two 
an'  a  half  hours  o'  this  gipsy  manoeuvre,  an'  when 
we  got  back  to  the  station  there  wasn't  a  dry  atom 


on  or  in  me/ 


4  Did  he  say  anything? '  Pritchard  asked* 

'The  sum  total  of  'is  conversation  from  7*45 
p.m.  till  11.15  p.m.  was  "  Let's  have  another." 
Thus  the  mornin'  an'  the  evenin'  were  the  first  day, 
as  Scripture  says.  .  .  .  To  abbreviate  a  lengthy 
narrative,  I  went  into  Cape  Town  for  five  consecu- 
tive nights  with  Master  Vickery,  and  in  that  time 
I  must  'ave  logged  about  fifty  knots  over  the 
ground  an'  taken  in  two  gallon  o'  all  the  worst 
spirits  south  the  Equator.  The  evolution  never 
varied.  Two  shilling  seats  for  us  two;  five 
minutes  o'  the  pictures,  an'  perhaps  forty  -  five 
seconds  o'  Mrs.  B.  walking  down  towards  us  with 
that  blindish  look  in  her  eyes  an'  the  reticule  in 
her  hand.  Then  out  walk — and  drink  till  train 
time.' 

4  What  did  you  think  ? '  said  Hooper,  his  hand 
fingering  his  waistcoat-pocket. 

4 Several  things,'  said  Pyecroft.    'To  tell  you 
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the  truth,  I  aren't  quite  done  thinkin'  about  it 
yet.  Mad?  The  man  was  a  dumb  lunatic — 
must  'ave  been  for  months — years  p'raps.  I  know 
somethin'  o'  maniacs,  as  every  man  in  the  Service 
must.  I've  been  shipmates  with  a  mad  skipper — 
an'  a  lunatic  Number  One,  but  never  both  together 
I  thank  'Eaven.  I  could  give  you  the  names  o' 
three  captains  now  'oo  ought  to  be  in  an  asylum, 
but  you  don't  find  me  interferin'  with  the  mentally 
afflicted  till  they  begin  to  lay  about  'em  with 
rammers  an'  winch'handles.  Only  once  I  crept 
up  a  little  into  the  wind  towards  Master  Vickery. 
"  I  wonder  what  she's  doin'  in  England,"  I  says. 
44  Don't  it  seem  to  you  she's  lookin'  for  some' 
body?"  That  was  in  the  Gardens  again,  with 
the  Southeaster  blowin'  as  we  were  makin'  our 
desperate  round.  "  She's  lookin'  for  me,"  he 
says,  stoppin'  dead  under  a  lamp  an'  clickin'* 
When  he  wasn't  drinkin',  in  which  case  all  'is 
teeth  clicked  on  the  glass,  'e  was  clickin'  'is  four 
false  teeth  like  a  Marconi  ticker.  "Yes!  lookin' 
for  me,"  he  said,  an'  he  went  on  very  softly  an' 
as  you  might  say  affectionately.  " But"  he  went 
on,  "in  future,  Mr.  Pyecroft,  I  should  take  it 
kindly  of  you  if  you'd  confine  your  remarks  to 
the  drinks  set  before  you.  Otherwise,"  he  says, 
44  with  the  best  will  in  the  world  towards  you,  I 
may  find  myself  guilty  of  murder!  Do  you 
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understand  ?  "  he  says.  "  Perfectly/'  I  says,  "  but 
would  it  at  all  soothe  you  to  know  that  in  such  a 
case  the  chances  o'  your  being  killed  are  precisely 
equivalent  to  the  chances  o'  me  being  outed." 
44  Why,  no/'  he  says,  "  I'm  almost  afraid  that  'ud 
be  a  temptation/'  Then  I  said— we  was  right 
under  the  lamp  by  that  arch  at  the  end  o'  the 
Gardens  where  the  trams  come  round — 4t  Assumin' 
murder  was  done — or  attempted  murder — I  put 
it  to  you  that  you  would  still  be  left  so  badly 
crippled,  as  one  might  say,  that  your  subsequent 
capture  by  the  police — to  'oom  you  would  'ave  to 
explain — would  be  largely  inevitable/'  "That's 
better,"  'e  says,  passin'  'is  hands  over  his  fore' 
head*  "That's  much  better,  because,"  he  says, 
44  do  you  know,  as  I  am  now,  Pye,  I'm  not  so  sure 
if  I  could  explain  anything  much/'  Those  were 
the  only  particular  words  I  had  with  'im  in  our 
walks  as  I  remember/ 

'What  walks!'  said  Hooper.  'Oh  my  soul, 
what  walks ! ' 

'They  were  chronic/  said  Pyecroft  gravely, 
4  but  I  didn't  anticipate  any  danger  till  the  Circus 
left.  Then  I  anticipated  that,  bein'  deprived  of  'is 
stimulant,  he  might  react  on  me,  so  to  say,  with  a 
hatchet.  Consequently,  after  the  final  performance 
an'  the  ensuin'  wet  walk,  I  kep'  myself  aloof  from 
my  superior  officer  on  board  in  the  execution  of 
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'is  duty,  as  you  might  put  it.  Consequently,  I 
was  interested  when  the  sentry  informs  me  while 
I  was  passin'  on  my  lawful  occasions  that  Click 
had  asked  to  see  the  captain.  As  a  general  rule 
warrant  officers  don't  dissipate  much  of  the  owner's 
time,  but  Click  put  in  an  hour  and  more  be'ind 
that  door.  My  duties  kep'  me  within  eyeshot  of 
it.  Vickery  came  out  first,  an'  'e  actually  nodded 
at  me  an'  smiled.  This  knocked  me  out  o'  the 
boat,  because,  havin'  seen  'is  face  for  five  consecutive 
nights,  I  didn't  anticipate  any  change  there  more 
than  a  condenser  in  hell,  so  to  speak.  The  owner 
emerged  later.  His  face  didn't  read  off  at  all, 
so  I  fell  back  on  his  cox,  'oo'd  been  eight  years 
with  him  and  knew  him  better  than  boat  signals. 
Lamson  —  that  was  the  cox's  name — crossed  'is 
bows  once  or  twice  at  low  speeds  an'  dropped 
down  to  me  visibly  concerned.  "  He's  shipped  'is 
court-martial  face,"  says  Lamson.  "  Some  one's 
goin'  to  be  'ung.  I've  never  seen  that  look  but 
once  before  when  they  chucked  the  gun  *  sights 
overboard  in  the  Fantastic?  Throwin'  gun-sights 
overboard,  Mr.  Hooper,  is  the  equivalent  for 
mutiny  in  these  degenerate  days.  It's  done  to 
attract  the  notice  of  the  authorities  an'  the  Western 
Mornin*  News — generally  by  a  stoker.  Naturally, 
word  went  round  the  lower  deck  an'  we  had  a 
private  over'aul  of  our  little  consciences.  But, 

178 


MRS.  BATHURST 

barrin'  a  shirt  which  a  second-class  stoker  said  'ad 
walked  into  'is  bag  from  the  marines'  flat  by  itself, 
nothin'  vital  transpired.  The  owner  went  about 
flyin'  the  signal  for  "  attend  public  execution/'  so 
to  say,  but  there  was  no  corpse  at  the  yard-arm. 
'E  lunched  on  the  beach  an'  'e  returned  with  'is 
regulation  harbour  *  routine  face  about  3  p.m. 
Thus  Lamson  lost  prestige  for  raising  false  alarms. 
The  only  person  'oo  might  'ave  connected  the 
epicycloidal  gears  correctly  was  one  Pyecroft,  when 
he  was  told  that  Mr.  Vickery  would  go  up-country 
that  same  evening  to  take  over  certain  naval 
ammunition  left  after  the  war  in  Bloemfontein 
Fort*  No  details  was  ordered  to  accompany 
Master  Vickery.  He  was  told  off  first  person 
singular— as  a  unit— by  himself.' 

The  marine  whistled  penetratingly. 

'That's  what  I  thought/  said  Pyecroft.  'I 
went  ashore  with  him  in  the  cutter  an'  'e  asked 
me  to  walk  through  the  station.  He  was  clickin' 
audibly,  but  otherwise  seemed  happy-ish, 

4 "  You  might  like  to  know/'  he  says,  stoppin' 
just  opposite  the  Admiral's  front  gate,  "that 
Phyllis's  Circus  will  be  performin'  at  Worcester 
to-morrow  night.  So  I  shall  see  'er  yet  once 
again.  You've  been  very  patient  with  me,"  he 
says. 

'"Look  here,  Vickery,"  I  said,   "this  thing's 
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come  to  be  just  as  much  as  I  can  stand*  Consume 
your  own  smoke.  I  don't  want  to  know  any 
more*" 

'"You!"  he  said  "What  have  you  got  to 
complain  of? — you've  only  'ad  to  watch.  I'm 
it"  he  says,  "but  that's  neither  here  nor  there/' 
he  says.  "I've  one  thing  to  say  before  shakin' 
'ands.  Remember/'  'e  says — we  were  just  by  the 
Admiral's  garden^gate  then — "  remember,  that  I  am 
not  a  murderer,  because  my  lawful  wife  died  in 
childbed  six  weeks  after  I  came  out*  That  much 
at  least  I  am  clear  of,"  'e  says. 

4 "Then  what  have  you  done  that  signifies?" 
I  said.  "What's  the  rest  of  it?" 

'"The  rest,"  'e  says,  "is  silence,"  an'  he 
shook  'ands  and  went  clickin'  into  Simonstown 
station.' 

'Did  he  stop  to  see  Mrs*  Bathurst  at  Wor* 
cester  ? '  I  asked. 

'It's  not  known.  He  reported  at  Bloem* 
fontein,  saw  the  ammunition  into  the  trucks,  and 
then  'e  disappeared.  Went  out — deserted,  if  you 
care  to  put  it  so — within  eighteen  months  of  his 
pension,  an'  if  what  'e  said  about  'is  wife  was  true 
he  was  a  free  man  as  'e  then  stood.  How  do  you 
read  it  off?' 

'Poor  devil!'  said  Hooper.  'To  see  her  that 
way  every  night !  I  wonder  what  it  was.' 
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'I've  made  my  'ead  ache  in  that  direction 
many  a  long  night/ 

4  But  Pll  swear  Mrs,  B.  'ad  no  'and  in  it/  said 
the  Sergeant,  unshaken. 

4  No.  Whatever  the  wrong  or  deceit  was,  he 
did  it,  I'm  sure  o'  that.  I  'ad  to  look  at  'is  face 
for  five  consecutive  nights.  I'm  not  so  fond  o' 
navigatin'  about  Cape  Town  with  a  Southeaster 
blowin'  these  days.  I  can  hear  those  teeth  click, 
so  to  say/ 

'Ah,  those  teeth/  said  Hooper,  and  his  hand 
went  to  his  waistcoat  -  pocket  once  more.  'Per* 
manent  things  false  teeth  are.  You  read  about 
'em  in  all  the  murder  trials/ 

'What  d'you  suppose  the  captain  knew — or 
did?'  I  asked. 

'I've  never  turned  my  searchlight  that  way/ 
Pyecroft  answered  unblushingly. 

We  all  reflected  together,  and  drummed  on 
empty  beer  bottles  as  the  picnic^party,  sunburned, 
wet,  and  sandy,  passed  our  door  singing  'The 
Honeysuckle  and  the  Bee/ 

'  Pretty  girl  under  that  kapje/  said  Pyecroft. 

'They  never  circulated  his  description?'  said 
Pritchard. 

'  I  was  askin'  you  before  these  gentlemen  came/ 
said  Hooper  to  me, '  whether  you  knew  Wankies 
—on  the  way  to  the  Zambesi — beyond  Buluwayo  ? ' 
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'Would  he  pass  there  —  tryin'  to  get  to  that 
Lake  what's  'is  name  ? '  said  Pritchard. 

Hooper  shook  his  head  and  went  on :  '  There's 
a  curious  bit  o'  line  there,  you  see.  It  runs 
through  solid  teak  forest — a  sort  o'  mahogany 
really — seventy-two  miles  without  a  curve.  I've 
had  a  train  derailed  there  twenty-three  times  in 
forty  miles.  I  was  up  there  a  month  ago  relievin' 
a  sick  inspector,  you  see.  He  told  me  to  look 
out  for  a  couple  of  tramps  in  the  teak/ 

'Two?'  Pyecroft  said.  'I  don't  envy  that 
other  man  if ' 

'We  get  heaps  of  tramps  up  there  since  the 
war.  The  inspector  told  me  I'd  find  'em  at 
M'Bindwe  siding  waiting  to  go  North.  He'd 
given  'em  some  grub  and  quinine,  you  see.  I 
went  up  on  a  construction  train.  I  looked  out 
for  'em.  I  saw  them  miles  ahead  along  the  straight, 
waiting  in  the  teak.  One  of  'em  was  standin'  up 
by  the  dead-end  of  the  siding  an'  the  other  was 
squattin'  down  lookin'  up  at  'im,  you  see.' 

'  What  did  you  do  for  'em  ? '  said  Pritchard. 

'There  wasn't  much  I  could  do,  except  bury 
'em.  There'd  been  a  bit  of  a  thunderstorm  in 
the  teak,  you  see,  and  they  were  both  stone  dead 
and  as  black  as  charcoal.  That's  what  they  really 
were,  you  see — charcoal.  They  fell  to  bits  when 
we  tried  to  shift  'em.  The  man  who  was  standin' 
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up  had  the  false  teeth,  I  saw  'em  shinin'  against 
the  black.  Fell  to  bits  he  did  too,  like  his  mate 
squatting  down  an'  watchin'  him,  both  of  'em  all 
wet  in  the  rain.  Both  burned  to  charcoal,  you 
see.  And — that's  what  made  me  ask  about  marks 
just  now — the  false*toother  was  tattooed  on  the 
arms  and  chest — a  crown  and  foul  anchor  with 
M.  V.  above,' 

4  I've  seen  that,'  said  Pyecroft  quickly,  *  It  was 
so,' 

'But  if  he  was  all  charcoal ^ like ?'  said  Prit^ 
chard,  shuddering. 

*  You  know  how  writing  shows  up  white  on  a 
burned  letter?  Well,  it  was  like  that,  you  see. 
We  buried  'em  in  the  teak  and  I  kept  .  ,  ,  But 
he  was  a  friend  of  you  two  gentlemen,  you 
see,' 

Mr,  Hooper  brought  his  hand  away  from  his 
waistcoat  ^pocket — empty, 

Pritchard  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  for  a 
moment,  like  a  child  shutting  out  an  ugliness, 

'And  to  think  of  her  at  Hauraki!'  he  mur^ 
mured — 4  with  'er  'air-ribbon  on  my  beer,  "  Ada," 
she  said  to  her  niece  .  .  ,  Oh,  my  Gawd ! '  ,  ,  . 

'  On  a  summer  afternoon,  when  the  honeysuckle  blooms, 

And  all  Nature  seems  at  rest, 

Underneath  the  bower,  'mid  the  perfume  of  the  flower, 
Sat  a  maiden  with  the  one  she  loves  the  best ' 
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sang  the  picnic  *  party  waiting  for  their  train  at 
Glengariff. 

'Well,  I  don't  know  how  you  feel  about  it/ 
said  Pyecroft, 4  but  'avin'  seen  'is  face  for  five  con* 
secutive  nights  on  end,  I'm  inclined  to  finish  what's 
left  of  the  beer  an'  thank  Gawd  he's  dead ! ' 
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By — they  are  by  with  mirth  and  tears 

Wit  or  the  works  of  Desire — 
Cushioned  about  on  the  kindly  years 

Between  the  wall  and  the  fire. 

The  grapes  are  pressed,  the  corn  is  shocked- 

Standeth  no  more  to  glean ; 
For  the  Gates  of  Love  and  Learning  locked 

When  they  went  out  between. 

All  lore  our  Lady  Venus  bares 

Signalled  it  was  or  told 
By  the  dear  lips  long  given  to  theirs 

And  longer  to  the  mould. 

All  Profit,  all  Device,  all  Truth 

Written  it  was  or  said 
By  the  mighty  men  of  their  mighty  youth 

Which  is  mighty  being  dead. 

The  film  that  floats  before  their  eyes 

The  Temple's  Veil  they  call ; 
And  the  dust  that  on  the  Shewbread  lies 

Is  holy  over  all. 
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Warn  them  of  seas  that  slip  our  yoke 

Of  slow  conspiring  stars — 
The  ancient  Front  of  Things  unbroke 

But  heavy  with  new  wars  ? 

By — they  are  by  with  mirth  and  tears, 

Wit  or  the  waste  of  Desire — 
Cushioned  about  on  the  kindly  years 

Between  the  wall  and  the  fire. 
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—  Book—  Domesday  Book!'  They 
were  letting  in  the  water  for  the  evening 
stint  at  Robertas  Mill,  and  the  wooden 
Wheel  where  lived  the  Spirit  of  the  Mill  settled  to  its 
nine-'hundred'yearxold  song  :  *  Here  Azor,  a  freeman, 
held  one  rod,  but  it  never  paid  geld*  Nun^nun^ 
nunquam  geldcwit.  Here  Reinbert  has  one  villein 
and  four  cottars  with  one  plough  —  and  wood  for 
six  hogs  and  two  fisheries  of  sixpence  and  a  mill  of 
ten  shillings  —  unum  molinum  —  one  mill.  Reinbert's 
mill  —  Robert's  Mill.  Then  and  afterwards  and 
now  —  tune  et  post  et  modo  —  Robert's  Mill.  Book 
—  Book  —  Domesday  Book  !  ' 

4  1  confess/  said  the  Black  Rat  on  the  crossx 
beam,  luxuriously  trimming  his  whiskers  —  4  1  con* 
fess  I  am  not  above  appreciating  my  position  and 
all  it  means/  He  was  a  genuine  old  English  black 
rat,  a  breed  which,  report  says,  is  rapidly  diminish* 
ing  before  the  incursions  of  the  brown  variety. 
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4  Appreciation  is  the  surest  sign  of  inadequacy/ 
said  the  Grey  Cat,  coiled  up  on  a  piece  of  sacking. 

4  But  I  know  what  you  mean/  she  added.  4  To 
sit  by  right  at  the  heart  of  things — eh  ? ' 

4  Yes/  said  the  Black  Rat,  as  the  old  mill  shook 
and  the  heavy  stones  thuttered  on  the  grist.  '  To 
possess — er — all  this  environment  as  an  integral 
part  of  one's  daily  life  must  insensibly  of  course  .  . . 
You  seer 

'  I  feel/  said  the  Grey  Cat.  '  Indeed,  if  we  are 
not  saturated  with  the  spirit  of  the  Mill,  who 
should  be  ? ' 

'Book— Book— Domesday  Book!'  the  Wheel, 
set  to  his  work,  was  running  off  the  tenure  of  the 
whole  rape,  for  he  knew  Domesday  Book  back- 
wards  and  forwards :  *  In  Ferle  tenuit  Abbatia  de 
Wiltuna  unam  hidam  et  unam  virgam  et  dimidiam. 
Nunquam  geldavit.  And  Agemond,  a  freeman, 
has  half  a  hide  and  one  rod.  I  remember  Agemond 
well  Charmin'  fellow — friend  of  mine.  He  married 
a  Norman  girl  in  the  days  when  we  rather  looked 
down  on  the  Normans  as  upstarts.  An'  Agemond's 
dead  ?  So  he  is.  Eh,  dearie  me !  dearie  me !  I 
remember  the  wolves  howling  outside  his  door  in 
the  big  frost  of  Ten  Fifty-Nine.  .  .  .  Essewelde 
hundredum  nunquam  geldum  reddidit.  Book! 
Book !  Domesday  Book ! ' 

4  After  all/  the  Grey  Cat  continued,   'atmo- 
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sphere  is  life.  It  is  the  influences  under  which  we 
live  that  count  in  the  long  run.  Now,  outside  '- 
she  cocked  one  ear  towards  the  half^opened  door 
-4  there  is  an  absurd  convention  that  rats  and  cats 
are,  I  won't  go  so  far  as  to  say  natural  enemies, 
but  opposed  forces.  Some  such  ruling  may  be 
crudely  effective — I  don't  for  a  minute  presume  to 
set  up  my  standards  as  final— among  the  ditches ; 
but  from  the  larger  point  of  view  that  one  gains 
by  living  at  the  heart  of  things,  it  seems  for  a  rule 
of  life  a  little  overstrained.  Why,  because  some 
of  your  associates  have,  shall  I  say,  liberal  views  on 
the  ultimate  destination  of  a  sack  of — er — midd* 
lings  don't  they  call  them — 

'  Something  of  that  sort/  said  the  Black  Rat,  a 
most  sharp  and  sweet'toothed  judge  of  everything 
ground  in  the  mill  for  the  last  three  years. 

4  Thanks — middlings  be  it.  Why,  as  I  was 
saying,  must  I  disarrange  my  fur  and  my  digestion 
to  chase  you  round  the  dusty  arena  whenever  we 
happen  to  meet  ? ' 

4  As  little  reason/  said  the  Black  Rat, 4  as  there 
is  for  me,  who,  I  trust,  am  a  person  of  ordinarily 
decent  instincts,  to  wait  till  you  have  gone  on  a 
round  of  calls,  and  then  to  assassinate  your  very 
charming  children/ 

4 Exactly!  It  has  its  humorous  side  though/ 
The  Grey  Cat  yawned,  4  The  miller  seems  afflicted 
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by  it.  He  shouted  large  and  vague  threats  to  my 
address,  last  night  at  tea,  that  he  wasn't  going  to 
keep  cats  who  "  caught  no  mice/'  Those  were  his 
words.  I  remember  the  grammar  sticking  in  my 
throat  like  a  herring-bone/ 

4  And  what  did  you  do  ? ' 

'What  does  one  do  when  a  barbarian  utters? 
One  ceases  to  utter  and  removes.  I  removed — 
towards  his  pantry.  It  was  a  riposte  he  might 
appreciate/ 

*  Really  those  people  grow  absolutely  insuffer^ 
able/  said  the  Black  Rat.  '  There  is  a  local  ruffian 
who  answers  to  the  name  of  Mangles — a  builder 
— who  has  taken  possession  of  the  outhouses  on 
the  far  side  of  the  Wheel  for  the  last  fortnight. 
He  has  constructed  cubical  horrors  in  red  brick 
where  those  deliciously  picturesque  pigstyes  used 
to  stand.  Have  you  noticed  ? ' 

4  There  has  been  much  misdirected  activity  of 
late  among  the  humans.  They  jabber  inordinately. 
I  haven't  yet  been  able  to  arrive  at  their  reason 
for  existence/  The  Cat  yawned. 

4  A  couple  of  them  came  in  here  last  week  with 
wires,  and  fixed  them  all  about  the  walls.  Wires 
protected  by  some  abominable  composition,  ending 
in  iron  brackets  with  glass  bulbs.  Utterly  useless 
for  any  purpose  and  artistically  absolutely  hideous. 
What  do  they  mean  ? ' 
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4  Aaah !  I  have  known  /owr-and'twenty  leaders 
of  revolt  in  Faenza/  said  the  Cat,  who  kept  good 
company  with  the  boarders  spending  a  summer  at 
the  Mill  Farm,  *  It  means  nothing  except  that 
humans  occasionally  bring  their  dogs  with  them. 
I  object  to  dogs  in  all  forms/ 

'Shouldn't  object  to  dogs/  said  the  Wheel 
sleepily,  ,  .  .  'The  Abbot  of  Wilton  kept  the 
best  pack  in  the  county.  He  enclosed  all  the 
Harryngton  Woods  to  Sturt  Common,.  Aluric,  a 
freeman,  was  dispossessed  of  his  holding.  They 
tried  the  case  at  Lewes,  but  he  got  no  change  out 
of  William  de  Warrenne  on  the  bench,  William 
de  Warrenne  fined  Aluric  eight  and  fourpence  for 
treason,  and  the  Abbot  of  Wilton  excommunicated 
him  for  blasphemy.  Aluric  was  no  sportsman. 
Then  the  Abbot's  brother  married.  *  ,  „  I've 
forgotten  her  name,  but  she  was  a  charmin'  little 
woman.  The  Lady  Philippa  was  her  daughter. 
That  was  after  the  barony  was  conferred.  She 
rode  devilish  straight  to  hounds.  They  were  a 
bit  throatier  than  we  breed  now,  but  a  good  pack : 
one  of  the  best.  The  Abbot  kept  'em  in  splendid 
shape.  Now,  who  was  the  woman  the  Abbot 
kept?  Book — Book!  I  shall  have  to  go  right 
back  to  Domesday  and  work  up  the  centuries : 
Modo per  omnia  reddit  burgum  tune — tune— tune! 
Was  it  burgum  or  hundredum  ?  I  shall  remember 
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in  a  minute.  There's  no  hurry/  He  paused 
as  he  turned  over  silvered  with  showering 
drops. 

4  This  won't  do/  said  the  Waters  in  the  sluice. 
4  Keep  moving/ 

The  Wheel  swung  forward ;  the  Waters  roared 
on  the  buckets  and  dropped  down  to  the  darkness 
below. 

'Noisier  than  usual/  said  the  Black  Rat.  'It 
must  have  been  raining  up  the  valley/ 

4  Floods  maybe/  said  the  Wheel  dreamily.  4  It 
isn't  the  proper  season,  but  they  can  come  without 
warning.  I  shall  never  forget  the  big  one — when 
the  Miller  went  to  sleep  and  forgot  to  open  the 
hatches.  More  than  two  hundred  years  ago  it  was, 
but  I  recall  it  distinctly.  Most  unsettling/ 

'We  lifted  that  wheel  off  his  bearings/  cried 
the  Waters.  4  We  said,  "  Take  away  that  bauble  I " 
And  in  the  morning  he  was  five  miles  down  the 
valley — hung  up  in  a  tree/ 

'Vulgar!'  said  the  Cat.  'But  I  am  sure  he 
never  lost  his  dignity/ 

'We  don't  know.  He  looked  like  the  Ace  of 
Diamonds  when  we  had  finished  with  him*  .  .  . 
Move  on  there !  Keep  on  moving.  Over !  Get 
over ! ' 

'And  why  on  this  day  more  than  any  other/ 
said  the  Wheel  statelily.  'I  am  not  aware  that 
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my  department  requires  the  stimulus  of  external 
pressure  to  keep  it  up  to  its  duties*  I  trust  I  have 
the  elementary  instincts  of  a  gentleman/ 

4  Maybe/  the  Waters  answered  together,  leaping 
down  on  the  buckets.  4  We  only  know  that  you 
are  very  stiff  on  your  bearings.  Over,  get  over ! ' 

The  Wheel  creaked  and  groaned*  There  was 
certainly  greater  pressure  upon  him  than  he  had 
ever  felt,  and  his  revolutions  had  increased  from 
six  and  three-quarters  to  eight  and  a  third  per 
minute*  But  the  uproar  between  the  narrow, 
weed-hung  walls  annoyed  the  Grey  Cat* 

4  Isn't  it  almost  time/  she  said  plaintively, 4  that 
the  person  who  is  paid  to  understand  these  things 
shuts  off  those  vehement  drippings  with  that  screw- 
thing  on  the  top  of  that  box-thing*' 

4  They'll  be  shut  off  at  eight  o'clock  as  usual/ 
said  .the  Rat ;  '  then  we  can  go  to  dinner.' 

'But  we  shan't  be  shut  off  till  ever  so  late/ 
said  the  Waters  gaily*  4  We  shall  keep  it  up  all 
night*' 

'The  ineradicable  offensiveness  of  youth  is 
partially  compensated  for  by  its  eternal  hopeful- 
ness/ said  the  Gat*  4  Our  dam  is  not,  I  am  glad 
to  say,  designed  to  furnish  water  for  more  than 
four  hours  at  a  time*  Reserve  is  Life,' 

'Thank  goodness!'  said  the  Black  Rat.  'Then 
they  can  return  to  their  native  ditches.' 

195 


TRAFFICS  AND  DISCOVERIES 

4 Ditches !'  cried  the  Waters;  ' Raven's  Gill 
Brook  is  no  ditch.  It  is  almost  navigable,  and 
we  come  from  there  away/  They  slid  over  solid 
and  compact  till  the  Wheel  thudded  under  their 
weight, 

'Raven's  Gill  Brook/  said  the  Rat,  4I  never 
heard  of  Raven's  Gill/ 

4  We  are  the  waters  of  Harpenden  Brook— 
down  from  under  Callton  Rise,  Phew !  how  the 
race  stinks  compared  with  the  heather  country/ 
Another  five  foot  of  water  flung  itself  against  the 
Wheel,  broke,  roared,  gurgled,  and  was  gone, 

4  Indeed/  said  the  Grey  Cat, 4 1  am  sorry  to  tell 
you  that  Raven's  Gill  Brook  is  cut  off  from  this 
valley  by  an  absolutely  impassable  range  of  moun* 
tains,  and  Callton  Rise  is  more  than  nine  miles 
away.  It  belongs  to  another  system  entirely/ 

'Ah  yes/  said  the  Rat,  grinning,  'but  we 
forget  that,  for  the  young,  water  always  runs 
uphill/ 

'Oh,  hopeless!  hopeless!  hopeless!'  cried  the 
Waters,  descending  openxpalmed  upon  the  Wheel, 
'  There  is  nothing  between  here  and  Raven's  Gill 
Brook  that  a  hundred  yards  of  channelling  and  a 
few  square  feet  of  concrete  could  not  remove ;  and 
hasn't  removed ! ' 

'And  Harpenden  Brook  is  north  of  Raven's 
Gill  and  runs  into  Raven's  Gill  at  the  foot  of 
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Callton  Rise,  where  the  big  ilex  trees  are,  and  we 
come  from  there ! '  These  were  the  glassy,  clear 
waters  of  the  high  chalk, 

4  And  Batten's  Ponds,  that  are  fed  by  springs, 
have  been  led  through  Trott's  Wood,  taking  the 
spare  water  from  the  old  Witches'  Spring  under 
Churt  Haw,  and  we — we — we  are  their  combined 
waters ! '  Those  were  the  Waters  from  the  upland 
bogs  and  moors — a  porter^coloured,  dusky,  and 
foanvflecked  flood, 

4  It's  all  very  interesting/  purred  the  Cat  to  the 
sliding  waters, 4  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  Trott's 
Woods  and  Bott's  Woods  are  tremendously  im* 
portant  places ;  but  if  you  could  manage  to  do 
your  work  —  whose  value  I  don't  in  the  least 
dispute — a  little  more  soberly,  I,  for  one,  should 
be  grateful,' 

*  Book — book — book — book — book — Domes* 
day  Book ! '  The  urged  Wheel  was  fairly  clattering 
now:  Mn  Burgelstaltone  a  monk  holds  of  Earl 
Godwin  one  hide  and  a  half  with  eight  villeins. 
There  is  a  church — and  a  monk,  ,  ,  ,  I  remember 
that  monk.  Blessed  if  he  could  rattle  his  rosary 
off  any  quicker  than  I  am  doing  now  ,  .  ,  and 
wood  for  seven  hogs,  I  must  be  running  twelve 
to  the  minute  .  ,  ,  almost  as  fast  as  Steam. 
Damnable  invention,  Steam !  ,  ,  ,  Surely  it's  time 
we  went  to  dinner  or  prayers  —  or  something, 
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Can't  keep  up  this  pressure,  day  in  and  day  out, 
and  not  feel  it.  I  don't  mind  for  myself,  of  course* 
Noblesse  oblige,  you  know,  I'm  only  thinking  of 
the  Upper  and  the  Nether  Millstones,  They  came 
out  of  the  common  rock.  They  can't  be  expected 
to— 

4  Don't  worry  on  our  account,  please/  said  the 
Millstones  huskily.  4  So  long  as  you  supply  the 
power  we'll  supply  the  weight  and  the  bite,' 

'  Isn't  it  a  trifle  blasphemous,  though,  to  work 
you  in  this  way?'  grunted  the  Wheel.  'I  seem 
to  remember  something  about  the  Mills  of  God 
grinding  "  slowly."  Slowly  was  the  word ! ' 

'But  we  are  not  the  Mills  of  God.  We're 
only  the  Upper  and  the  Nether  Millstones.  We 
have  received  no  instructions  to  be  anything  else. 
We  are  actuated  by  power  transmitted  through 
you.' 

'Ah,  but  let  us  be  merciful  as  we  are  strong. 
Think  of  all  the  beautiful  little  plants  that  grow 
on  my  woodwork.  There  are  five  varieties  of 
rare  moss  within  less  than  one  square  yard — and 
all  these  delicate  jewels  of  nature  are  being  griev* 
ously  knocked  about  by  this  excessive  rush  of 
the  water.' 

'Urnph!'  growled  the  Millstones.  'What 
with  your  religious  scruples  and  your  taste  for 
botany  we'd  hardly  know  you  for  the  Wheel  that 
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put  the  carter's  son  under  last  autumn.  You 
never  worried  about  him  \ r 

*  He  ought  to  have  known  better/ 

4  So  ought  your  jewels  of  nature.  Tell  'em  to 
grow  where  it's  safe/ 

'How  a  purely  mercantile  life  debases  and 
brutalises ! '  said  the  Cat  to  the  Rat. 

'They  were  such  beautiful  little  plants  too/ 
said  the  Rat  tenderly.  *  Maiden's  *  tongue  and 
hart's-hair  fern  trellising  all  over  the  wall  just  as 
they  do  on  the  sides  of  churches  in  the  Downs. 
Think  what  a  joy  the  sight  of  them  must  be  to  our 
sturdy  peasants  pulling  hay ! ' 

4  Golly ! '  said  the  Millstones.  *  There's  nothing 
like  coming  to  the  heart  of  things  for  information ' ; 
and  they  returned  to  the  song  that  all  English 
water-mills  have  sung  from  time  beyond  telling : 

There  was  a  jovial  miller  once 

Lived  on  the  River  Dee, 
And  this  the  burden  of  his  song 

For  ever  used  to  be. 

Then,  as  fresh  grist  poured  in  and  dulled  the 
note: 

I  care  for  nobody — no,  not  I, 
And  nobody  cares  for  me. 

'  Even  these  stones  have  absorbed  something  of 
our  atmosphere/  said  the  Grey  Cat.  4  Nine^tenths 
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of  the  trouble  in  this  world  comes  from  lack  of 
detachment/ 

4  One  of  your  people  died  from  forgetting  that, 
didn't  she  ? '  said  the  Rat 

'One  only*  The  example  has  sufficed  us  for 
generations/ 

*  Ah !  but  what  happened  to  Don't  Care  ? '  the 
Waters  demanded. 

4  Brutal  riding  to  death  of  the  casual  analogy  is 
another  mark  of  provincialism ! '  The  Grey  Cat 
raised  her  tufted  chin.  4l  am  going  to  sleep. 
With  my  social  obligations  I  must  snatch  rest  when 
I  can ;  but,  as  our  old  friend  here  says,  Noblesse 
oblige.  »  .  .  Pity  me!  Three  functions  to-night 
in  the  village,  and  a  barn-dance  across  the  valley!' 

4  There's  no  chance,  I  suppose,  of  your  looking 
in  on  the  loft  about  two.  Some  of  our  young 
people  are  going  to  amuse  themselves  with  a  new 
sacque*  dance — best  white  flour  only,'  said  the 
Black  Rat. 

'I  believe  I  am  officially  supposed  not  to 
countenance  that  sort  of  thing,  but  youth  is  youth. 
.  ,  .  By  the  way,  the  humans  set  my  milk^bowl 
in  the  loft  these  days;  I  hope  your  youngsters 
respect  it/ 

'My  dear  lady,'  said  the  Black  Rat,  bowing, 
'you  grieve  me.  You  hurt  me  inexpressibly. 
After  all  these  years,  too ! ' 
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'A  general  crush  is  so  mixed — highways  and 
hedges — all  that  sort  of  thing — and  no  one  can 
answer  for  one's  best  friends*  /  never  try*  So 
long  as  mine  are  amusin'  and  in  full  voice*  and 
can  hold  their  own  at  a  tile^party.  I'm  as  catholic 
as  these  mixed  waters  in  the  dam  here ! ' 

'We  aren't  mixed*  We  have  mixed*  We  are 
one  now/  said  the  Waters  sulkily* 

4 Still  uttering?'  said  the  Cat.  4 Never  mind, 
here's  the  Miller  coming  to  shut  you  off*  Ye^es, 
I  have  known — four — or  five  is  it? — and  twenty 
leaders  of  revolt  in  Faenza.  ...  A  little  more 
babble  in  the  dam,  a  little  more  noise  in  the 
sluice,  a  little  extra  splashing  on  the  wheel,  and 
then- 

4  They  will  find  that  nothing  has  occurred/  said 
the  Black  Rat*  'The  old  things  persist  and  sur* 
vive  and  are  recognised — our  old  friend  here  first 
of  all.  By  the  way/  he  turned  toward  the  Wheel. 
4 1  believe  we  have  to  congratulate  you  on  your 
latest  honour.' 

'Profoundly  well  deserved — even  if  he  had 
never — as  he  has — laboured  strenuously  through 
a  long  life  for  the  amelioration  of  millkind/  said 
the  Cat,  who  belonged  to  many  tile  and  oast* 
house  committees.  '  Doubly  deserved,  I  may  say, 
for  the  silent  and  dignified  rebuke  his  existence 
offers  to  the  clattering,  fidgety^footed  demands 
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of — er — some  people.  What  form  did  the  honour 
take?' 

*  It  was/  said  the  Wheel  bashfully,  *  a  machine* 
moulded  pinion/ 

4  Pinions !  Oh,  how  heavenly ! '  the  Black  Rat 
sighed.  'I  never  see  a  bat  without  wishing  for 
wings/ 

'Not  exactly  that  sort  of  pinion/  said  the 
Wheel,  4  but  a  really  ornate  circle  of  toothed  iron 
wheels.  Absurd,  of  course,  but  gratifying.  Mr. 
Mangles  and  an  associate  herald  invested  me  with 
it  personally — on  my  left  rim — the  side  that  you 
can't  see  from  the  mill.  I  hadn't  meant  to  say 
anything  about  it — or  the  new  steel  straps  round 
my  axles — bright  red,  you  know — to  be  worn  on 
all  occasions — but,  without  false  modesty,  I  assure 
you  that  the  recognition  cheered  me  not  a  little/ 

'  How  intensely  gratifying ! '  said  the  Black 
Rat.  4 1  must  really  steal  an  hour  between  lights 
some  day  and  see  what  they  are  doing  on  your 
left  side/ 

4  By  the  way,  have  you  any  light  on  this  recent 
activity  of  Mr.  Mangles?'  the  Grey  Cat  asked. 
4  He  seems  to  be  building  small  houses  on  the  far 
side  of  the  tail-race.  Believe  me,  I  don't  ask  from 
any  vulgar  curiosity/ 

4  It  affects  our  Order/  said  the  Black  Rat  simply 
but  firmly. 
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*  Thank  you/  said  the  Wheel,  'Let  me  see 
if  I  can  tabulate  it  properly.  Nothing  like  system 
in  accounts  of  all  kinds.  Book !  Book !  Book ! 
On  the  side  of  the  Wheel  towards  the  hundred  of 
Burgelstaltone,  where  till  now  was  a  stye  of  three 
hogs,  Mangles,  a  freeman,  with  four  villeins  and 
two  carts  of  two  thousand  bricks,  has  a  new  small 
house  of  five  yards  and  a  half,  and  one  roof  of 
iron  and  a  floor  of  cement.  Then,  now,  and  after.- 
wards  beer  in  large  tankards.  And  Felden,  a 
stranger,  with  three  villeins  and  one  very  great 
cart,  deposits  on  it  one  engine  of  iron  and 
brass  and  a  small  iron  mill  of  four  feet,  and  a 
broad  strap  of  leather.  And  Mangles,  the  builder, 
with  two  villeins,  constructs  the  floor  for  the  same, 
and  a  floor  of  new  brick  with  wires  for  the  small 
mill.  There  are  there  also  chalices  filled  with  iron 
and  water,  in  number  fifty^seven.  The  whole  is 
valued  at  one  hundred  and  seventy^four  pounds. 
.  .  .  I'm  sorry  I  can't  make  myself  clearer,  but 
you  can  see  for  yourself/ 

4  Amazingly  lucid/  said  the  Cat.  She  was  the 
more  to  be  admired  because  the  language  of 
Domesday  Book  is  not,  perhaps,  the  clearest 
medium  wherein  to  describe  a  small  but  conv 
plete  electric'light  installation,  deriving  its  power 
from  a  water-wheel  by  means  of  cogs  and 
gearing. 
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'  See  for  yourself — by  all  means,  see  for  your* 
self/  said  the  Waters,  spluttering  and  choking  with 
mirth* 

4  Upon  my  word/  said  the  Black  Rat  f uriously, 
'I  may  be  at  fault,  but  I  wholly  fail  to  perceive 
where  these  offensive  eavesdroppers — er — come  in. 
We  were  discussing  a  matter  that  solely  affected 
our  Order/ 

Suddenly  they  heard,  as  they  had  heard  many 
times  before,  the  Miller  shutting  off  the  water* 
To  the  rattle  and  rumble  of  the  labouring  stones 
succeeded  thick  silence,  punctuated  with  little  drops 
from  the  stayed  wheel*  Then  some  water 'bird 
in  the  dam  fluttered  her  wings  as  she  slid  to  her 
nest,  and  the  plop  of  a  water-rat  sounded  like  the 
fall  of  a  log  in  the  water. 

4  It  is  all  over— it  always  is  all  over  at  just  this 
time.  Listen,  the  Miller  is  going  to  bed  —  as 
usual.  Nothing  has  occurred/  said  the  Cat. 

Something  creaked  in  the  house  where  the  pig* 
styes  had  stood,  as  metal  engaged  on  metal  with  a 
clink  and  a  burr. 

'  Shall  I  turn  her  on  ? '  cried  the  Miller. 

4  Ay/  said  the  voice  from  the  dynamo'house. 

4 A  human  in  Mangles'  new  house!'  the  Rat 
squeaked. 

'What  of  it?'  said  the  Grey  Cat.  'Even 
supposing  Mr.  Mangles'  cat's*meat*coloured  hovel 
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ululated  with  humans,  can't  you  see  for  yourself 

-that — r 

There  was  a  solid  crash  of  released  waters 
leaping  upon  the  wheel  more  furiously  than  ever, 
a  grinding  of  cogs,  a  hum  like  the  hum  of  a 
hornet,  and  then  the  unvisited  darkness  of  the  old 
mill  was  scattered  by  intolerable  white  light*  It 
threw  up  every  cobweb,  every  burl  and  knot  in 
the  beams  and  the  floor ;  till  the  shadows  behind 
the  flakes  of  rough  plaster  on  the  wall  lay  clear- 
cut  as  shadows  of  mountains  on  the  photographed 
moon, 

'See!  Seel  See!'  hissed  the  Waters  in  full 
flood,  'Yes,  see  for  yourselves.  Nothing  has 
occurred.  Can't  you  see  ? ' 

The  Rat,  amazed,  had  fallen  from  his  foothold 
and  lay  half^stunned  on  the  floor.  The  Cat, 
following  her  instinct,  leaped  nigh  to  the  ceiling, 
and  with  flattened  ears  and  bared  teeth  backed 
in  a  corner  ready  to  fight  whatever  terror  might 
be  loosed  on  her.  But  nothing  happened. 
Through  the  long  aching  minutes  nothing  what- 
ever  happened,  and  her  wire '  brush  tail  returned 
slowly  to  its  proper  shape. 

4  Whatever  it  is/  she  said  at  last, 4  it's  overdone. 
They  can  never  keep  it  up,  you  know/ 

'Much  you  know/  said  the  Waters.  'Over 
you  go,  old  man.  You  can  take  the  full  head  of 
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us  now.  Those  new  steel  axle^straps  of  yours 
can  stand  anything.  Come  along,  Raven's  Gill, 
Harpenden,  Callton  Rise,  Batten's  Ponds,  Witches' 
Spring,  all  together !  Let's  show  these  gentlemen 
how  to  work  I ' 

4  But  —  but — I  thought  it  was  a  decoration. 
Why — why — why — it  only  means  more  work  for 
meV 

'Exactly*  You're  to  supply  about  sixty  eight' 
candle  lights  when  required.  But  they  won't  be 
all  in  use  at  once ' 

' Ah !  I  thought  as  much,'  said  the  Cat.  'The 
reaction  is  bound  to  come.' 

4  Andy  said  the  Waters, '  you  will  do  the  ordinary 
work  of  the  mill  as  well.' 

'Impossible!'  the  old  Wheel  quivered  as  it 
drove.  'Aluric  never  did  it — nor  Azor,  nor 
Reinbert.  Not  even  William  de  Warrenne  or  the 
Papal  Legate.  There's  no  precedent  for  it.  I 
tell  you  there's  no  precedent  for  working  a  wheel 
like  this.' 

'Wait  a  while!  We're  making  one  as  fast  as 
we  can.  Aluric  and  Co.  are  dead.  So's  the  Papal 
Legate.  You've  no  notion  how  dead  they  are, 
but  we're  here  —  the  Waters  of  Five  Separate 
Systems.  We're  just  as  interesting  as  Domesday 
Book.  Would  you  like  to  hear  about  the  land* 
tenure  in  Trott's  Wood  ?  It's  squat^right,  chiefly.' 
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The  mocking  Waters  leaped  one  over  the  other, 
chuckling  and  chattering  profanely. 

'In  that  hundred  Jenkins,  a  tinker,  with  one 
dog — unus  canis — holds,  by  the  Grace  of  God  and 
a  habit  he  has  of  working  hard,  unam  hidam — a 
large  potato  patch.  Charmin'  fellow,  Jenkins. 
Friend  of  ours.  Now,  who  the  dooce  did  Jenkins 
keep?  ...  In  the  hundred  of  Callton  is  one 
charcoal-burner  irreligiosissimus  homo — a  bit  of  a 
rip — but  a  thorough  sportsman.  Ibi  est  ecclesia. 
Non  multum.  Not  much  of  a  church,  quia  because, 
episcopus  the  Vicar  irritated  the  Nonconformists 
tune  etpostet  modo—then  and  afterwards  and  now 
—until  they  built  a  cut -stone  Congregational 
chapel  with  red  brick  facings  that  did  not  return 
itself— defendebat  se — at  four  thousand  pounds/ 

4  Charcoal-burners,  vicars,  schismatics,  and  red 
brick  facings/  groaned  the  Wheel.  'But  this  is 
sheer  blasphemy.  What  waters  have  they  let  in 
upon  me  ? ' 

'Floods  from  the  gutters.  Faugh,  this  light 
is  positively  sickening ! '  said  the  Cat,  rearranging 
her  fur. 

4  We  come  down  from  the  clouds  or  up  from  the 
springs,  exactly  like  all  other  waters  everywhere. 
Is  that  what's  surprising  you  ? '  sang  the  Waters. 

4  Of  course  not.  I  know  my  work  if  you  don't. 
What  I  complain  of  is  your  lack  of  reverence 
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and  repose*  You've  no  instinct  of  deference 
towards  your  betters — your  heartless  parody  of 
the  Sacred  volume  (the  Wheel  meant  Domesday 
Book)  proves  it/ 

4  Our  betters  ? '  said  the  Waters  most  solemnly. 
4  What  is  there  in  all  this  dammed  race  that  hasn't 
come  down  from  the  clouds,  or — 

4  Spare  me  that  talk,  please/  the  Wheel  per^ 
sisted.  4  You'd  never  understand.  It's  the  tone — 
your  tone  that  we  object  to/ 

'Yes.  It's  your  tone/  said  the  Black  Rat, 
picking  himself  up  limb  by  limb. 

4  If  you  thought  a  trifle  more  about  the  work 
you're  supposed  to  do,  and  a  trifle  less  about  your 
precious  feelings,  you'd  render  a  little  more  duty 
in  return  for  the  power  vested  in  you — we  mean 
wasted  on  you/  the  Waters  replied. 

'  I  have  been  some  hundreds  of  years  laboriously 
acquiring  the  knowledge  which  you  see  fit  to  chal* 
lenge  so  light-heartedly/  the  Wheel  jarred. 

' Challenge  him!  Challenge  him!'  clamoured 
the  little  waves  riddling  down  through  the  tail* 
race.  4  As  well  now  as  later.  Take  him  up ! ' 

The  main  mass  of  the  Waters  plunging  on  the 
Wheel  shocked  that  well-bolted  structure  almost 
into  box-lids  by  saying :  'Very  good.  Tell  us 
what  you  suppose  yourself  to  be  doing  at  the 
present  moment/ 
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'  Waiving  the  offensive  form  of  your  question, 
I  answer,  purely  as  a  matter  of  courtesy,  that  I  am 
engaged  in  the  trituration  of  farinaceous  substances 
whose  ultimate  destination  it  would  be  a  breach  of 
the  trust  reposed  in  me  to  reveal/ 

'Fiddle!'  said  the  Waters.  'We  knew  it  all 
along !  The  first  direct  question  shows  his  ignor* 
ance  of  his  own  job.  Listen,  old  thing.  Thanks 
to  us,  you  are  now  actuating  a  machine  of  whose 
construction  you  know  nothing,  that  that  machine 
may,  over  wires  of  whose  ramifications  you  are,  by 
your  very  position,  profoundly  ignorant,  deliver  a 
power  which  you  can  never  realise,  to  localities 
beyond  the  extreme  limits  of  your  mental  horizon, 
with  the  object  of  producing  phenomena  which  in 
your  wildest  dreams  (if  you  ever  dream)  you  could 
never  comprehend.  Is  that  clear,  or  would  you 
like  it  all  in  words  of  four  syllables  ? ' 

'Your  assumptions  are  deliciously  sweeping, 
but  may  I  point  out  that  a  decent  and — the  dear 
old  Abbot  of  Wilton  would  have  put  it  in  his 
resonant  monkish  Latin  much  better  than  I  can— 
a  scholarly  reserve  does  not  necessarily  connote 
blank  vacuity  of  mind  on  all  subjects/ 

'Ah,  the  dear  old  Abbot  of  Wilton/  said  the 
Rat  sympathetically,  as  one  nursed  in  that  bosom. 
'Charmin'  fellow — thorough  scholar  and  gentle* 
man.  Such  a  pity ! ' 
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'Oh,  Sacred  Fountains!'  —  the  Waters  were 
fairly  boiling,  '  He  goes  out  of  his  way  to  expose 
his  ignorance  by  triple  bucketfuls.  He  creaks  to 
high  Heaven  that  he  is  hopelessly  behind  the  common 
order  of  things !  He  invites  the  streams  of  Five 
Watersheds  to  witness  his  suxsU'SU'pernal  incom^ 
petence,  and  then  he  talks  as  though  there  were 
untold  reserves  of  knowledge  behind  him  that  he 
is  too  modest  to  bring  forward.  For  a  bland, 
circular,  absolutely  sincere  impostor,  you're  a 
miracle,  O  Wheel!' 

4 1  do  not  pretend  to  be  anything  more  than  an 
integral  portion  of  an  accepted  and  not  altogether 
mushroom  institution/ 

4 Quite  so/  said  the  Waters,  'Then  go  round 
-hard ' 

'  To  what  end  ? '  asked  the  Wheel, 

4  Till  a  big  box  of  tanks  in  your  house  begins 
to  fizz  and  fume — gassing  is  the  proper  word/ 

'  It  would  be/  said  the  Cat,  sniffing, 

'That  will  show  that  your  accumulators  are 
full.  When  the  accumulators  are  exhausted,  and 
the  lights  burn  badly,  you  will  find  us  whacking 
you  round  and  round  again/ 

'The  end  of  life  as  decreed  by  Mangles  and 
his  creatures  is  to  go  whacking  round  and  round 
for  ever/  said  the  Cat. 

4  In  order/  the  Rat  said,  '  that  you  may  throw 
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raw  and  unnecessary  illumination  upon  all  the 
unloveliness  in  the  world  Unloveliness  which  we 
shall — er — have  always  with  us.  At  the  same  time 
you  will  riotously  neglect  the  so-called  little  but 
vital  graces  that  make  up  Life/ 

4  Yes,  Life/  said  the  Cat, 4  with  its  dim  delicious 
halftones  and  veiled  indeterminate  distances*  Its 
surprisals,  escapes,  encounters,  and  dizzying  leaps 
— its  full '  throated  choruses  in  honour  of  the 
morning  star,  and  its  melting  reveries  beneath  the 
sun'warmed  wall/ 

'Oh,  you  can  go  on  the  tiles,  Pussalina,  just 
the  same  as  usual/  said  the  laughing  Waters* 
4  We  shan't  interfere  with  you*' 

4  On  the  tiles,  forsooth ! '  hissed  the  Cat. 

4  Well,  that's  what  it  amounts  to/  persisted  the 
Waters.  4  We  see  a  good  deal  of  the  minor  graces 
of  life  on  our  way  down  to  our  job/ 

4  And — but  I  fear  I  speak  to  deaf  ears — do  they 
never  impress  you  ? '  said  the  Wheel. 

4 Enormously/  said  the  Waters*  'We  have 
already  learned  six  refined  synonyms  for  loafing*' 

'But  (here  again  I  feel  as  though  preaching  in 
the  wilderness)  it  never  occurs  to  you  that  there 
may  exist  some  small  difference  between  the  wholly 
animal — ah — rumination  of  bovine  minds  and  the 
discerning,  well  -  apportioned  leisure  of  the  finer 
type  of  intellect  ? ' 
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4  Oh,  yes.  The  bovine  mind  goes  to  sleep 
under  a  hedge  and  makes  no  bones  about  it  when 
it's  shouted  at.  We've  seen  that — in  hayingxtime 
— all  along  the  meadows.  The  finer  type  is  wide 
awake  enough  to  fudge  up  excuses  for  shirking, 
and  mean  enough  to  get  stuffy  when  its  excuses 
aren't  accepted.  Turn  over ! ' 

4  But,  my  good  people,  no  gentleman  gets  stuffy 
as  you  call  it.  A  certain  proper  pride,  to  put  it 
no  higher,  forbids — 

4  Nothing  that  he  wants  to  do  if  he  really  wants 
to  do  it  Get  along !  What  are  you  giving  us  ? 
D'you  suppose  we've  scoured  half  heaven  in  the 
clouds,  and  half  earth  in  the  mists,  to  be  taken  in 
at  this  time  of  the  day  by  a  bone^idle,  old  hand' 
quern  of  your  type  ? ' 

4  It  is  not  for  me  to  bandy  personalities  with 
you.  I  can  only  say  that  I  simply  decline  to  accept 
the  situation.' 

'Decline  away.  It  doesn't  make  any  odds. 
They'll  probably  put  in  a  turbine  if  you  decline 
too  much/ 

4  What's  a  turbine  ? '  said  the  Wheel  quickly. 

'A  little  thing  you  don't  see,  that  performs 
surprising  revolutions.  But  you  won't  decline. 
You'll  hang  on  to  your  two  nice  red-strapped  axles 
and  your  new  machine-moulded  pinions  like — a — 
like  a  leech  on  a  lily  stem !  There's  centuries  of 
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work  in  your  old  bones  if  you'd  only  apply  your* 
self  to  it;  and,  mechanically,  an  overshot  wheel 
with  this  head  of  water  is  about  as  efficient  as  a 
turbine/ 

4  So  in  future  I  am  to  be  considered  mechanic* 
ally  ?  I  have  been  painted  by  at  least  five  Royal 
Academicians/ 

4  Oh,  you  can  be  painted  by  five  hundred  when 
you  aren't  at  work,  of  course.  But  while  you  are 
at  work  you'll  work.  You  won't  half-stop  and 
think  and  talk  about  rare  plants  and  dicky-birds 
and  farinaceous  fiduciary  interests.  You'll  continue 
to  revolve,  and  this  new  head  of  water  will  see  that 
you  do  so  continue/ 

'  It  is  a  matter  on  which  it  would  be  exceedingly 
ill-advised  to  form  a  hasty  or  a  premature  concha 
sion.  I  will  give  it  my  most  careful  consideration/ 
said  the  Wheel. 

4  Please  do/  said  the  Waters  gravely.  4  Hullo  I 
Here's  the  Miller  again/ 

The  Cat  coiled  herself  in  a  picturesque  attitude 
on  the  softest  corner  of  a  sack,  and  the  Rat  without 
haste,  yet  certainly  without  rest,  slipped  behind  the 
sacking  as  though  an  appointment  had  just  occurred 
to  him. 

In  the  doorway,  with  the  young  Engineer,  stood 
the  Miller  grinning  amazedly. 

'Well  —  well  —  well!    'tis   true^ly   won'erfuL 
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An'  what  a  power  o'  dirt !  It  come  over  me  now 
looking  at  these  lights,  that  I've  never  rightly  seen 
my  own  mill  before*  She  needs  a  lot  bein'  done 
to  her/ 

4  Ah !  I  suppose  one  must  make  oneself  moder* 
ately  agreeable  to  the  baser  sort.  They  have  their 
uses.  This  thing  controls  the  dairy/  The  Cat, 
pincing  on  her  toes,  came  forward  and  rubbed  her 
head  against  the  Miller's  knee. 

4  Ay,  you  pretty  puss/  he  said,  stooping,  4  You're 
as  big  a  cheat  as  the  rest  of  'em  that  catch  no  mice 
about  me,  A  won'erful  smooth^skinned,  rough* 
tongued  cheat  you  be.  I've  more  than  half  a 
mind— 

'She  does  her  work  well/  said  the  Engineer, 
pointing  to  where  the  Rat's  beady  eyes  showed 
behind  the  sacking.  4  Cats  and  Rats  livin'  together 
— see  ? ' 

4  Too  much  they  do — too  long  they've  done. 
I'm  sick  and  tired  of  it.  Go  and  take  a  swim  and 
larn  to  find  your  own  vittles  honest  when  you 
come  out,  Pussy/ 

4  My  word ! '  said  the  Waters,  as  a  sprawling  Cat 
landed  all  unannounced  in  the  centre  of  the  tail" 
race.  'Is  that  you,  Mewsalina?  You  seem  to 
have  been  quarrelling  with  your  best  friend.  Get 
over  to  the  left.  It's  shallowest  there.  Up  on 
that  alder-root  with  all  four  paws.  Good-night ! ' 
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4  You'll  never  get  any  they  rats/  said  the 
Miller,  as  the  young  Engineer  struck  wrathfully 
with  his  stick  at  the  sacking.  4  They're  not  the 
common  sort*  They're  the  old  black  English 
sort/ 

4  Are  they,  by  Jove  ?  I  must  catch  one  to  stuff, 
some  day/ 

Six  months  later,  in  the  chill  of  a  January  af ter- 
noon,  they  were  letting  in  the  Waters  as  usual. 

'Come  along!  It's  both  gears  this  evening/ 
said  the  Wheel,  kicking  joyously  in  the  first  rush 
of  the  icy  stream.  '  There's  a  heavy  load  of  grist 
just  in  from  Lamber's  Wood.  Eleven  miles  it 
came  in  an  hour  and  a  half  in  our  new  motor' 
lorry,  and  the  Miller's  rigged  five  new  five-candle 
lights  in  his  cow  *  stables.  I'm  feeding  'em  to' 
night.  There's  a  cow  due  to  calve.  Oh,  while  I 
think  of  it,  what's  the  news  from  Callton  Rise  ?  * 

'The  waters  are  finding  their  level  as  usual — 
but  why  do  you  ask  ? '  said  the  deep  outpouring 
Waters. 

'Because  Mangles  and  Felden  and  the  Miller 
are  talking  of  increasing  the  plant  here  and 
running  a  saw^mill  by  electricity.  I  was  wonder- 
ing whether  we f 

4 1  beg  your  pardon/  said  the  Waters,  chuckling. 
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4  Whether  we,  of  course,  had  power  enough  for 
the  job*  It  will  be  a  biggish  contract*  There's 
all  Harpenden  Brook  to  be  considered  and  Batten's 
Ponds  as  well,  and  Witches'  Fountain,  and  the 
Churt's  Hawd  system/ 

4  We've  power  enough  for  anything  in  the 
world/  said  the  Waters.  'The  only  question  is 
whether  you  could  stand  the  strain  if  we  came 
down  on  you  full  head/ 

'Of  course  I  can/  said  the  Wheel  'Mangles 
is  going  to  turn  me  into  a  set  of  turbines  — 
beauties/ 

'Oh — er — I  suppose  it's  the  frost  that  has 
made  us  a  little  thick-headed,  but  to  whom  are 
we  talking  ? '  asked  the  amazed  Waters. 

'To  me — the  Spirit  of  the  Mill,  of  course/ 

'Not  to  the  old  Wheel,  then  ?' 

'  I  happen  to  be  living  in  the  old  Wheel  just  at 
present.  When  the  turbines  are  installed  I  shall 
go  and  live  in  them.  What  earthly  difference 
does  it  make  ? ' 

'Absolutely  none/  said  the  Waters,  'in  the 
earth  or  in  the  waters  under  the  earth.  But  we 
thought  turbines  didn't  appeal  to  you/ 

'Not  like  turbines?  Me?  My  dear  fellows, 
turbines  are  good  for  fifteen  hundred  revolutions 
a  minute — and  with  our  power  we  can  drive  'em 
at  full  speed.  Why  there's  nothing  we  couldn't 
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grind  or  saw  or  illuminate  or  heat  with  a  set  of 
turbines !  That's  to  say  if  all  the  Five  Watersheds 
are  agreeable/ 

4  Oh,  we've  been  agreeable  for  ever  so  long/ 

*  Then  why  didn't  you  tell  me  ? ' 

4  Don't  know.  Suppose  it  slipped  our  memory/ 
The  Waters  were  holding  themselves  in  for  fear 
of  bursting  with  mirth, 

'How  careless  of  you!  You  should  keep 
abreast  of  the  age,  my  dear  fellows.  We  might 
have  settled  it  long  ago,  if  youpd  only  spoken, 
Yes,  four  good  turbines  and  a  neat  brick  penstock 
—eh  ?  This  old  Wheel's  absurdly  out  of  date/ 

'Well/  said  the  Cat,  who  after  a  little  proud 
seclusion  had  returned  to  her  place  impenitent  as 
ever,  4  Praised  be  Pasht  and  the  Old  Gods,  that 
whatever  may  have  happened  /,  at  least,  have 
preserved  the  Spirit  of  the  Mill ! ' 

She  looked  round  as  expecting  her  faithful  ally, 
the  Black  Rat ;  but  that  very  week  the  Engineer 
had  caught  and  stuffed  him,  and  had  put  him 
in  a  glass  case;  he  being  a  genuine  old  English 
black  rat.  That  breed,  the  report  says,  is  rapidly 
diminishing  before  the  incursions  of  the  brown 
variety* 
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